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PA Sermon 


On Fim or 


Dy StLEpPne ni Leacock 


WRITTEN FOR THE GOBLIN 
UNIVERSITY OF TORONTO 


I should like just for once to have the privi- 
lege of delivering a sermon. And I know no 
better opportunity for preaching it than to do so 
across the cradle of this infant* Goblin to those 
who are gathered at its christening. 


As my text let me take the words that were 
once said in playful kindliness by Charles the 
Second, “Good jests ought to bite like lambs, not 
dogs; they should cut, not wound.” I invite the 
editors of this publication to ponder deeply on 
the thought and when they have a sanctum to 
carve the words in oak below the chimney piece. 


The best of humour is always kindly. The 
worst and the cheapest is malicious. The one is 
arduous and the other facile. But, like the facile 
descent of Avernus, it leads only to destruction. 


A college paper is under very peculiar tempta- 
tions to indulge in the cheaper kinds of comical- 
ity. In the first place its writers and its readers 
are for the most part in that early and exuberant 
stage of life in which the boisterous assertion 


of one’s own individuality is still only inade-. 


quately tempered by consideration for the feel- 
ings of others. 


In the second place it finds itself in an en- 
vironment that lends itself to the purposes of 
easy ridicule. The professor stands ready as its 
victim. 


The professor is a queer creature; of a type 
inviting the laughter of the unwise. His eye 
is turned in. He sees little of externals and 
values them hardly at all. Hence in point of 
costume and appearance he becomes an easy 


/ 


mark. He wears a muffler in April, not having 
noticed that the winter has gone by! He will put 
on a white felt hat without observing that it is 
the only one in town; and he may be seen with 
muffetees upon his wrists fifty years after the 
fashion of wearing them has passed away. 


I can myself recall a learned man at the Uni- 
versity of Chicago who appeared daily during 
the summer quarter in an English morning coat 
with white flannel trousers and a little round 
straw hat with a blue and white ribbon on it, 
fit for a child to wear at the seaside. That man’s 
own impression of his costume was that it was a 
somewhat sportive and debonnair combination, 
such as any man of taste might assume under 
the more torrid signs of the Zodiac. 


As with dress, so with manner. The professor 
easily falls into little ways and mannerisms of 
his own. In the deference of the class room they 
pass unchallenged and uncorrected. With the 
passage of the years they wear into his mind 
like ruts. One I have known who blew imagin- 
ary chalk dust off his sleeve at little intervals; 
one who turned incessantly a pencil up and down. 
One hitches continuously at his tie; one smooths 
with meaningless care the ribbons of his college 
gown. 


As with his dress, so with the professor’s 
speech. The little jest that he uttered in gay 
inpromptu in his first year as a young lecturer is 
with him still in his declining age. The happy 
phrase and the neat turn of thought are none 
the less neat and happy to him for all that he 
has said them regularly once a year for thirty 
sessions. It is too late to bid them good-bye. 
In any case, perhaps the students, or perhaps 


Nineteen Hundred and 


some student has not heard them; and that were 
indeed a pity. 


When I was an undergraduate at the Uni- 
versity of Toronto thirty years ago, the noblest 
of our instructors had said the words “Hence 
accordingly’ at the commencement of such in- 
numerable sentences that the words had been en- 
graved by a college joker across the front of 


the lecturer’s desk. They had been there so long 
that all memory of the original joker had been 


lost. Yet the good man had never seen them. 
Coming always into his class room in the same 
way and bowing to his class from the same 
quarter of the compass, he was still able after 
forty years to use the words Hence accordingly 
as a new and striking mode of thought. 
applause which always greeted the phrase he at- 
tributed to our proper appreciation of the re- 
sounding period that had just been closed. He 
always bowed slightly at our applause and flushed 
a little with the pardonable vanity of age. 


Having fun over a thing of that sort is as 
easy as killing a bird on the nest, and quite as 
cruel. 


Can it be wondered, then, that every college 
paper that sets out to be “funny” turns loose 
upon the professoriate. It fastens upon the 
obvious idiosyncracies of the instructors. It puts 
them in the pillory. It ridicules their speech. It 
lays bare in cruel print and mimic dialogue the 
little failings hitherto unconscious and unknown. 
And for the sake of a cheap and transitory 


laughter it often leaves a wound that rankles for 


a lifetime. 


My young friends, who are to conduct this 
little Goblin, pause and beware. 


For the essential thing is that such cheap forms 
of humor are not worth while. Even from the 
low plane of editorial advantages they are poor 
“copy.” The appeal is too narrow. The amuse- 
ment is too restricted; and the after taste too 
bitter. 


If the contents of a college paper are nothing 
‘more than college jokes upon the foibles of 
professors and fellow-students, the paper is not 
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worth printing. Such matter had better be set 
forth with a gum machine upon a piece of fools- 
cap and circulated surreptitiously round the 
benches of the class room. 


If the editors of the Goblin are wise they will 
never encourage or accept contributions that con- 


sist of mere personal satire. If a student is as 
fat as Fatty Arbuckle himself let him pass his 
four years unrecorded in the peace due to his 
weight. If a professor is as thin as a parrallel 
of latitude let no number of the Goblin ever 
chronicle the fact. 


At the end of every sermon there is, so far as 
I remember, a part of it that is called the bene- 
diction. It consists in invoking a blessing upon 
the hearers. This I do now. I should not have 
written in such premonitory criticism of the 
Goblin if I,do not feel myself deeply interested 
in its fortunes. I think that a journal of this 
kind fills a great place in the life of a university. 
As a wholesome corrective of the pedantry and 
piggishness which is the reverse side of scholar- 
ship it has no equal. It can help to give to the 
outlook of its readers a better perspective and a 
truer proportion than is apt to be found in the 
cramped vision induced by the formal pursuit of 
learning. In the surroundings of your University 
and your province it has, I think, a peculiar part 
to play. You are in great need—I hope I say it in 
all gentleness—of the genial corrective of the 
humorous point of view. You live in an at- 
mosphere somewhat overcharged with public 
morality. The virtue that surrounds you 1s pass- 


‘ing—so it sometimes seems to more sinful out- 


siders—into austerity. 


In other words, to put it britfly, you are in a 
bad way. Your undergraduates, if they were 
well advised, would migrate to the larger at- 
mosphere and the more human culture of McGill. 
But if they refuse to do that, I know nothing 
that will benefit them more than the publication 
of a journal such as yours is destined, I hope, 
to be. | 


. *The Goblin, humorous magazine of the University ot 


Toronto was established at the time this sermon was written. 
—Note. 
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Attendant 


Hamlet 


Sire, your bath is ready! 


Ay, there’s the rub. 


e 
e 


—Lampoon 
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Hiawatha 


Near the shores of Gitchi Gloomy 

On the summit of the hilltop 

Stands the little red Cathedral. 
There the people came to worship 
The Great Spirit, Indiana. 

Sitting near the mighty organ, 

Here the famous virtuosos 

(Came to play for Hiawatha | 

On his wedding day, Toronto), 

Josef Hoffman, Gabrilovitsch 
Rubinstein and Harold Bauer, 

Lizt, and Van and Schenck, and Chopin, 
And the prince of piano pounders, 
Ignatz Keely Paderewski. 

So they pressed a little button 

And the boy who blew the organ 
Filled the bellows full of gases, 

All the bellows, Wauwautosa, 

Full of gases, Albuquerque. 

And the prince of piano pounders, 
Ignatz Keely Paderewski, 

Sat him down before the organ, 

Put his fingers on the keyboard, 

Put his feet upon the pedals, 

Both his feet upon the pedals; 

Pulled out stops to make it louder, 
Pushed in stops to make it softer. 
Pulled and pushed to make it sweeter— 
Gamba, Bourdon, Diapasm, 

Oboe, Flute d’Amour, Viola, 
Tremolo, to make it tremble, 
Warbolo, to make it warble, 
Rumbolo, to make it rumble, 

And, to twang the people’s heartstrings 
_ Pulled and pushed the Vox Humana. 
With his right hand played the treble, 
But the bass he played left-handed 
(No less well for that, however), 
And he used his nose, staccato, 

And his elbows (ma non troppo) 

And his feet, appassionata. 

So he played them some Strainisky, 
Handel, Haydn, Gluck and Mozart, 
Schubert, Schumann, and Moszkowski, 
Verdi, Grieg, and Donizetti, 

Tosti, Didla, and Puccini, 

And that priceless Spanish classic, 
Toyovichi Iyenaga. 

But the boy who blew the organ 

Of a sudden let it perish— 

Let the wind from out the bellows— 


Wedding 


Or an emu with the tetter, 

Or an old man with the chilblains, 
Querulous and sympathetic. 

Then the prince of piano pounders 
(Also of the organ grinders) 
Ignatz Keely Paderewski, 

Got quite mad, and was offended, 
Poured the vials of his anger 

On the boy who blew the organ; 
Called him Onderdonk, the Bonehead, 
Wilfred Onderdonk, the Booby, 
Onderdonk Pasha Nabisco, 

Little Twirp, the Chronic Nit Wit. 
In the meantime, Hiawatha 
Worshipped at the Crystal Palace, 
Pal Roger, the Greater Spirit. 
Feeling more or less expansive 
Drove he to the Red Cathedral 
In his motor car, Nashotah. 

Up the aisle he walked sedately 
Clad in breeches of white samite. 


—Lampoon. 


The Fallen One: “Shay, ehadseon, two trans- 
fersh pleash!” 


Jack—*Do you object to ere on sanitary 
grounds?” 


All the bellows, Wauwautosa, 
And the music, so sonorous, 
Died away and came to nothing Jacquette—“Oh, no.’ 

With a squeak, demure and plaintive, Jack—“Then let’s an a li’l stroll through the 
Like a koodoo with the asthma, infirmary.” 


Or a tree toad with lumbago, —Sun Dodger (U. of W ash.) 


10 | COLLEGE HUMOR 


Glass Houses, Etc. 


The Prof. had written on the back of a theme: 
‘Please write more legibly.” 
Next day: “Prof., what is that you put on my 
theme ?” , 
—Tar Baby. 


Strange 


Absent-minded Prof.—‘Didn’t you have a 
brother in this course last year ?” 
Student—“No, sir, it was I. I’m repeating the 
course.”’ 
Absent-minded Prof.—“Extraordinary resem- 
blance, though. Positively extraordinary.” 
—Voo Doo. 


I gave her a box of rouge for Christmas. 
Gee, that was pretty flossy present, wasn’t it? 
Yes, but I got it all back when she thanked me 
for it. , 
—Milton College Review. 


Tar—‘Why can’t an Indian shimmy ?” 
Hiel—“I don’t know. Why?” 
Tar—“Because his quiver is in the wrong 


place. 
—Tar Baby. 


“T hear that you’ve been on the jury. Was it 
tedious ?” 
- “Well, I don’t know about it being tedious, but 
it was certainly very trying.” 
—Virgmia Reel. 


Chem. Prof.—And the price of nitrates is now 


very -high. 
The Goof—What do we care? We never 
telegraph. 
—Chaparral. 


BOARD AND ROOM. 


“I must have some part of you to take with 
me,” he cried as he pinched her cheek. 
—The Goblin. 


-She—“Don’t you think that Myrtle looks ugly 
in that ultra-low-cut dress?” 
He—“Not as far as I can see.” 
—J ester. 


The key to the learning for which you are 
yearning 

_ Is easy to find tf you look; 

But never try. finding that secret by grinding 
Or looking for tt in a book. 

I'll tell you a system which surely beats this one, 
A system that’s easy enough— 

Try looking sagacious, that’s most efficacious, 
That’s part of the system called bluff. 


CHORUS 
Bluff, bluff, bluff! 
And you'll never have luck that 1s tough, 
Just simulate poise and make a big noise, 
’Cause bluff’s the stuff. 
—The Parliament of Fools, 
Wellesley College News. 


Lip-stick: What do you mean “She has teeth 
like the stars?” | 
Hair Oil: They come out at night. 
—Gaff of the Staff, 
Milton College Review. 


“Do you drink anything?” 
“Ves,” he answered, “ANYTHING.” 
U. of Nevada Sagebrush. 


Have you ever seen the prof. who continually 
shakes a piece of chalk in his hand with that dis- 
tinctly “seven, come eleven” motion? 

—The Lyre, Minnesota Daily. 


| 2 ay 
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—Awgwan 
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Parody 
(Tune of “Comin’ Thru the Cemetery”) 


If a body meet a body 
Rising from a tomb! 
If a body greet a body, 
Need a body swoon? 
(This has no tune, but one chants it effectively) 
Fifteen men on a dead man’s chest— 
Yo ho ho! and a stick of gum. 


Grapejuice and raisins have done for the rest, 


(Cider is good,. but grapejuice is best) 
Yo ho ho! and a glass of some. 
—The Lemon Punch, U. of Oregon. 


The tears were streaming from her eyes, 
As her lover left for prison; 

He clasped her fondly by the hand 
And she in turn clasped his’n. 


—The Telescope, Michigan Daily. 


Pere Guilaume—Chemist 


By C. F. MacMullen, Editor, The Pelican, 
University of California 


“You are lit, Father William,’ the young man 
said, 
“Though perhaps in the morn you'll regret it, 
But the thing I should really be pleased to find 
out 
Is—where did you manage to get it?” 


“You would like to find out,’ the old codger 
replied, 
“Just how I am able to do it? 
The process itself is as simple as sin— 
I set up a still, and I brew it! 


“In the days of my youth,” Father William went 
on, 
“I studied at Chemistry's forces— ; 
But the profs and myself could never agree, 
And I flunked every one of my courses. 


“Yet the facts which I learned, and retained in 
my dome, 
Before I was asked to leave college, 
Enable me now to evade the dry laws, 
Because of superior knowledge. 


“So every young man,” the old sinner raved on, 
“Should take as much Chem as he’s able— 
Then with tea-kettle, stove, and some old garden 

hose, 
He can drink himself under the table.” 


Clara—“‘Willie’s quite a machinist, isn’t he?” 

Nett—“Yes. When his father,started to come 
down the steps the other night he made a bolt 
for the door.” 7 

| —Sun Dial. 
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She: “Qh Bill, isn’t my hair a sight?” 
He: “Well, I’ve seen a d—d sight worse.” 
—Purple Cow 


All That’s Necessary! 
My little dimpled co-ed 
At conversing’s so uncouth; 
If you say Bernard Shaw is good 
She cooes, “Ain't tt the truth?” 


In speaking of great topics 
If a question’s at her hurled 
She’s capable of one reply 
Which is, “Ili tell the world.” 


In hashing o’er philosophy 
To ponder she’s unable. 

Without a thought she springs this wit, 
“That’s me all over, Mabel!’ 


But when she’s decked out in her best, 
Primped up in fur and fuzz, 
Does she crowd all the boys about? 
“Does she? I'll say she does!’ 
:—Chaparral, Leland Stanford University. 


Super (rapping on desk): Order! Order! 
Sleepy voice (in back of room): A couple of 
sinkers. Play the Java. 
—Hamilton Life. 
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Musical Technique 


Dear Off-Hour: 

I have been taking lessons on the bassoon for 
the past six months, and I now feel that I am 
acquiring quite a degree of proficiency on the 
instrument. Yesterday, however, I came across 
a passage in McWhortle’s Canary Chorus that 
needs a little explanation. In the second move- 
ment of the funeral scene, on page three, where 
the drum has a solo in C flat, what is the bassoon- 
er supposed to be doing? 

Yours in doubt, 
RONDO. 
My Dear Rondo: 

In the passage to which you have reference 
(matched in beauty only by the wedding scene 
in “The Venetian Iron-Monger’’) the drum, har- 
monica and sweet-potato predominate. A good 
death rattle effect may be secured by winding 
up a Big Ben or cranking a Metz off-stage. The 
bassooner in this instance should improve his 
time by practicing “Swift’s Velocity Exercises 
for the Elbow.” No one will know the differ- 
ence, and a “de rigeur” effect is thus obtained 
at little or no expense to anyone except the 
audience. 

Trusting that you will see fit to use our modest 
forum in the solution of further and more diffi- 
cult problems, I am, 

Unaffectedly yours, 
THE EDITOR. 


—Columbia University Spectator. 


A skin you hate to touch. 
—Lemon Punch 


The Public Prinkers Prospectus 


Sir: The name of this organization shall be 
The Public Prinkers. Any adult male who owns 
a suitcase, valise or carpetbag shall be eligible for 
membership. 

There are no dues, but there are duties, viz.: 

Whenever a member sees a woman on a train 
or trolley car bring out her mirror and powder 
her nose or rouge her lips, he shall: 

Open his bag, produce a large comb and run 
it through his moustache. 

If he has no moustache he shall bring out a 
pair of military brushes and slick his hair. 

If he has no hair he shall get out a whisk 
broom and brush his clothes. 

If he has no clothes he shall bring forth a 
blacking-brush and polish his shoes. 

If he has no shoes he shall produce a small 
tub, with water, soap and washrag, and take a 
bath. 

The motto of this organization is: 

PRIVACY BE DAMNED. 

—Albion College Pleiad. 


Young Lady (telephoning)—“Oh, Doctor, I 
forgot to ask about that eye medicine you gave 


me.” 


Doctor—“Well?” 
Young Lady—“Do I drop it in my eyes before 
or after meals?” —Widow. 


Help! 
Old Lady: “Say, Pilot, stop this plane a min- 


ute, please.” 


Pilot: ‘What for?” 

Old Lady: “My Willie just climbed over the 
side.” 

—Sun Dodger. 

Young lady (who had just been operated on 
for appendicitis): ‘Oh, doctor! Do you think 
the scar will show?” 

Doctor: “It ought not to.”, 


—The Lyre. 
“My suppers cold!” 
He sworn with vim, 
And then she made tt 
Hot for him. 
—Delaware Review. 
At the Meet 


The student in his track suit stood, 
The maiden’s laugh was rippling 
And turning to her friend she said: 
“That’s what they call a stripling.” 
—Notre Dame Scholastic. 


Fan—‘“Which have the greatest number of ad- 
mirers, blondes or brunettes ?” 
Tan—“Ask Madge; she’s been both.” 
—Pitt Panther. 


She: 
He: My college education has caused me to observe all places of interest. 
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The Lay of a Lounge Lizard 


I cannot run or jump or fight, 

Didactic verse I cannot write, 

Nor can I madrigals indite— 
I dance. 


I cannot sing, nor can I play, 

For music never came my way. 

But everywhere I hear folks say— 
I dance. 


I can’t orate or make a speech; 

Philosophy’s beyond my reach; 

There’s only one thing I can teach— 
To dance. 


nee 
Mn, > 


e 


Why do you always look down when there is a young lady ahead of us? 


—Brown Jug 


It’s swell to be a great athlete, 
With crowds of girls at every meet; 
But women all adore my feet— 

I dance. 


—Punch Bowl. 


*22—‘‘Fresh, what is on at the movies to- 
night ?” 

"23—‘Wm. S. Hart in ‘Nothing.’ ” 

*22—“Anything else on?” 

"23—“Yes ; I think the lights will come on be- 
tween reels.” 


—Tar Baby (North Carolina). 
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“Why do women wear shoulder straps on their 
gowns?” 


“Well, it’s either that or nothing.” 
—Phoemx 


“Times have changed for the better,” said the 
Flirt. “I remember when you might follow a 
girl for blocks, only to find out when she turned 
around that the subject was too dark for fur- 
ther development. But in these days of thin 
stockings a glance will tell.” 


—Hobart Herald. 


Ye Weddynge Tragyde 


Syr Ygnatz, on hys brydal daye, 
Was nervous as culde be; 

Today he'd wed the fayr Alyse, 
A chyck fromme old Dundee. 


Hyr forme was fyne, her face dyvyne, 
But Ygnatz now culde see, 

That whenne he tooke ye holy vowes, 
Ne’er more wulde he be free. 


No more ye goode olde tymes and gaye, 
No more ye drunks and stewes, 

No more ye'nyghte long wulde he laye, 
All soused to drowne ye blues. 


Thys thoughte sent panyc to hys soule, 
And filled hys brayn with stryfe, 


For all hys nyghts he now must spende 


At home with lovying wyfe. 


Ye colde sweate stood upon hys browe ; 
“Thys marryage ys ye bunke!” 

He cursed and swore, and thenne resolv'd, 
To go on one more drunke. 


He drank a quarte of Rock and Rye, 
A quarte of thys and that he drank; 
Untyll he hadde eyght gallons sente 
Downe to hys roomy tanke. 


He staggered home, hys being gaye, 
Hys head alle yn a whyrl; 

Af three bells sharpe, he'd tayke to wyfe, 
All England’s fayrest gyrl. 


He called hys valet, Launcelot, 
To gette hys armor bryghte; 
And with hys ryvetyng machyne, 

He donned yt good and tyghte. 


Ye guests had come, and, too, ye gyrl, 
By her brave father ledde; 

By now ye mannye steins of booze, 
Had gone to Yygnatz’ head. 


He whooped for joye, and slapped hys guests, 
Each hearty on hys back, 

And wyth hys club, ye bryde’s olde man, 
He gave an awful cracke. 


He swung to ryghte, and swung to left, 
Ye guests yn terror fled. 

Ye bryde and dad ran faste away. 
(Ye olde man seeing redde). 


“Thys ys ye tyme that y’'ll rejoyce, 
No marryage vows y'll take. 
And he who mentions ‘wyfe’ to me, 
Hys head yn twayn y'll brake!” 
—Texas Scalper. 


Nineteen Hundred and Twenty—Twenty-One ) : 15 


The Moral of the Story Is? 


The Molecule of Mercury became uneasy on 
its chemical shelf, and twisting and rolling, 
shrieked at the College Freshman in its own pe- 
culiar way. 


“What right have you to handle me so rude- 
ly?” it asked. 


The Student stared and his jaw dropped in 
astonishment as he heard this hysterical outburst, 
but, being a Sensible Freshman, he said quietly, 
“Shut up, you, you’re only a dead hunk of 
Matter.” 


The Silvery Molecule danced about in rage, 
then drew itself up proudly. 


“A dead hunk of Matter, hey!” he shouted 
shrilly. “Well, I may be Matter, but I’m far 
from dead. Matter is made up of Molecules and 
Human Society is composed of a bunch of sap- 
heads like you. And you dare to tell me to shut 
up, you lifeless piece of Humanity.” 


Angered by this attack, the Student attempted 
to crush his opponent between his long fingers. 


“You would, would you! the Molecule of 
Mercury taunted as it nimbly sidestepped. “I 
say I am even greater than you, you paltry, in- 
significant Life. I am formed of one atom and 
am perfectly symmetrical. But you, you thick- 
headed Freshman, are of three parts but are not 
developed in any of them.” 


“What do you m-m-mean, Mr. Molecule of 
Mercury ?” | : 
“Why, you idiotic conglomeration of Nothing- 


ness, you’re composed of physical, mental and 
moral sides. And what good are you in any of 


He: 
She: 


“My heart’s idol——.” 
“Put it to work.” 


—Mugwump 
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“The services are about to begin—aren’t you go- 
ing in?” : 
“No, sah—I’se de crepe.” 
—Awgwan 


them, you contemptible, unbalanced, insufferable 
Bonehead ?” 


“Stop calling me those names; I’ll kill you!” 
gasped the Student as he reached forward to 
catch that shining, silvery ball. 


But the Molecule of Mercury eluded him and 
continued inexorably, “What good are you in 
any of them, I say? You don’t go out for any 
athletic sport because you’re not sure of making 
the first team. First team! Go out anyhow; 
it’ll do yourself and the College good. That is 
what counts, you conceited jackass!’ 


The College Student swung his hand down 
but his enemy darted away too quickly to be hurt 
badly. 


“You unwillingly participate in the social and 
moral life of the College. You join no clubs; 
you care nothing about your class; you ignore 
your College newspapers and dislike student or- 
ganizations; and yet you hope some day to be a 
man, you delinquent exhibit of humanity ! 


“And, finally, you don’t even study thoroughly ; 
you’re not even a good scholar, you inadequate, - 
unstable, senseless specimen; you—you i 


Here the Molecule of Mercury became so en- 
raged that it fell from the shelf and fatally 
fractured its skull on the hardwood floor, leav- 
ing a College Freshman to consider some very 


important matters. 
—N. Y. U. Medley. 
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FAMOUS COLLEGE COURSES 


Commerce 313—Care and Management of Chips. . 


Our Health Department 


Panther feels elated to have obtained the serv- 
ices of Dr. Isadore A. Itch, the well-known chi- 
ropodist, who has agreed to write a short health 
article and answer the questions of our sub- 
scribers concerning their general welfare. 

Dr. Itch is a man whose activities are closely 
watched by the health officials of our land. So 
far they have nothing on him. 


A TREATISE ON DANDRUFF 


I have watched with interest and amusement 
the activities of those pseudo-scientists who claim 
to have proved that dandruff causes scratching 
of the head. I contend, and I have experiments 
and cases which show, that scratching of the 
head causes dandruff. 

Take the case of Miss Q., age 27; condition, 
hopeless. She was the victim of a vicious. at- 
tack of dandruff which had puzzled the mosi 
astute practitioners. 

When I took the case a little questioning and 
investigation showed me that she had the habit, 
when worried, of scratching her scalp with her 
false teeth. I borrowed the teeth for a few days 
and effected a cure. Another good treatment 


which can be carried on in the home is the wear- 


ing of a dandruff colored suit. 


QUESTIONS AND. ANSWERS 


©. Iam a mill-worker and find it very hard 
to get my hands clean. What would you suggest 
putting in the water besides soap? 

A. You might try putting your hands in. 

Q. Doctor, my little boy, Clarence, isn’t 
bright. He is twelve years old and says his am- 


—Froth 


bition is to sing tenor on a college glee club. 
What shall I do? 


A. The case is hopeless. 
have named him Clarence. 


Q. Dear Doctor: I think your department is 
just too grand for anything. I do so enjoy read- 
ing the letters and I want to tell you that I agree 
with you on the kissing question. I am in the 
eighth grade at school. Am I good looking? 
One night at a party I met a fellow and a girl 
friend of mine asked him to take me home. 
When we got in a dark place he pushed me into ~ 
a mud puddle and ran. Do you think he was 
in earnest. 

A. I am glad you like my department, my 
dear. Your handwriting shows that you were 
born half-witted and have been losing ground. 
The young man was probably testing your 
patience to see if you would make a good wife. 

_—Pitt Panther. 


You should never 


Not in a College Town 


Full many a keg of purest hue and sheen 
In some unfathomed stilly spot lies there; 
Full many a quart is born to blush unseen 
And waste tts fragrance on some mountain heir. 
—U. of N. Sagebrush. 


Box Cars: Did that young man really turn 
over a new leaf? 
Little Phoebe: No, but he bought a Paige. 
—Frivol. 


Soph—“‘What’ll we do?” 

Senior—“T’ll spin a coin. If it’s heads we go 
to movies; if it’s tails, we go to the dance, and 
if it stands on edge we'll study.” 

—Brown Jug. 
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Their Mottoes 


The Grocer: Honest tea is the best policy. 

The Lawyer: Where there’s a will there’s a 
pay. 

The Hunter: A bird to the eyes is sufficient. 

The Architect: Too low they build who build 
below $10,000. 

The Pawnbroker: It is never too late to lend. 

The Day Laborer: Live to earn and earn to 
live. 

The Anarchist: Little strokes fell great folks. 

The Dog: A good mange is rather to be 
chosen than great itches. 

The Real Estate Agent: A lot near at hand 
is worth two in the bushes. 

Everybody: There is no royal road to earning. 

—Scalper. 
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Unrequited Passion 


I saw her on the hill one day, 
Beneath a shade-tree sitting; 

I tried to catch her ruby eye ;— 
She only kept on knitting. 


We met. I loved. On bended knee 
I set my marriage trap; 
With blazing eye, she said to me 
She: “George, don’t you love a night like this?” “Get off my yarn, you yap!’ 
He: “No, not here—we might upset!” 
Froth Oh, there was never grief like mine 
On earth or in the pit. 


Dear Succinct: Since I enrolled at the Univer- ors Ug sg A hopes a Aas 


sity, I have heard the girls talking about dates. 
Tell me what a date is and how to acquire them. 


—Idaho Argonaut. 


LOUISE. She had a taste for whistling, 

My Dear Louise: Dates grow in Palestine, A taster that’s not permissible, 
Arabia, and other Oriental countries. They also But still I don’t object to it, 
flourish on the walls of telephone booths in fra- That pucker 1s so kissable. 
ternity houses and in pool halls. Send me your —Tar Baby. 


picture and you will hear from me soon or I will 


return the picture. 
SUCCINCT. 
—lIowa Frivol. 


Anxious 

An undersized Italian was married to a strap- 
ping German woman. Recently he received a 
black hand letter which read: “If you don’t give 
$1,000 to our messenger who will call Sunday 
for it we will kidnap your wife.” 

He replied promptly: “I do not have the 
$1,000, but your proposition interests me greatly.” 


—Pitt Panther. =) 
“Has Pat McGuire really turned Socialist ?” Sipneylticns—e'2 ' 
“Sure. He thinks this voting for a man who’s : nl 
in jail isa great thing. He says he wished some- ne ed ee sec bh oe Dick. 
one had done it for him.” “Alas, kind sir,” the lad replied, 


—Jack O’Lantern. “TI couldn’t hit a lick!” 
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You know the type—good looking but dumb. 
—Panther 


Pike—What is that rasping noise in the office? 
Peak—Oh, I guess somebody’s filing a com- 


plaint. | 
—Punch Bowl. 


Theatrical Antiquity 
Frank: “How’d you happen to get a date with 
that chorus girl?” 


Furter: “Intimate friend of my grandfather 


when he was in college.” 
—Sun Dial. 


More Wood! 


Mail’s very crowded today—I’m overloaded 
so I can hardly walk,” said Scotty the Postman. 
“What’s all the excitement?’ we inquired. 

“Correspondence School’s havin’ a rally, and 
they’re mailin’ a bonfire to each student. 
-—Pelican. 


“Are the farmers allowed to make cider since 


prohibition went into effect?” 


“Surely. Haven’t you heard of the freedom 


of the press?” 
—Punch Bowl. 


First College Widow: “Have you the latest 
‘Snappy Stories,’ Alice?” . 
Second C. W.: “Let’s see, have you heard the 
one about the traveling salesman?” 
—The Virgima Reel. 


Hard Boiled 


The Diner: “How did I order my eggs.” 
The Waitress: “Well, you wasn’t any too po- 


lite about it!” 
—Lampoon. 


She: “I wonder why Adam ever called her 
Ever” 
He: “Oh, I suppose he saw his day of happi- 


ness ending when she came around.” 
—Voo Doo. 


“T’m very despondent over my literary out- 
look.” 

“Why so?” 

“T sent my best poem to the editor of The 
Times, entitled, ‘Why Do I Live?’ and he wrote 
back, ‘Because You Didn’t Bring This in Per- 
son,’ ” 


—The Scalper. 


Write-O 


She wrote me on all kinds of paper, 
On colors of every known hue, 
Sometimes it was pink, sometimes purple, 
Sometimes it was gray, white or blue. 


But I didn’t care what the color, 

Just so that it came every mail, 
And I didn’t care about others, 

For I thought that she’d never fail. 


And now she has stopped all her writing, 
(Just think of the postage that’s saved) 
And I—well, some other bird got her, 
The last note she sent was engraved. 
| —Tar Baby. 
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Cannibal Prince, rushing in—Am I too late 
for dinner? 
Cannibal King—Yep, everybody’s eaten. 
—Purple Cow. 


A Suggestion 


The modern girl we cannot kiss, 

’Tis fatal now to gain this bliss. 

The rouge and paint and scented powder 
That serve to make her beauty louder, 
Form on her face a deadly chowder. 
Let man beware of this! 


The face of any fair coquette, 
Enameled like a bedroom set, 
Recalls to mind the ancient rune, 
That paint may camouflage a prune. 
And beauty viewed beneath the moon 
Quite often proves a losing bet. 


What swains will do, 1s now the question 

Since caress gives wndigestion. 

Why don’t they use some sweet cement, 

Harmless, of melting flavors bent? 

Each kiss would then give nourishment. 

At least this 1s a good suggestion. 
—Virginia Reel. 


He kissed her on the cheek, 
It seemed a harmless frolic; 
He’s been laid up a week, 
They say, with. painter’s colic. 
—Daily Mississippian. 


One Can Never Tell 


Lily: What is that I smell on your breath? 
Cuppe: It isn’t on my breath; it’s my hair. 
—Juggler. 


"14—“So you're a revenue officer now?” 
"15—“Yes.” 
"14—“What do you do when you find whis- 
key?” i | 
"15—“I perform my duty to the last drop.” 
—Cornell Widow. 


The world changes, new nations come and go, 
great deeds are done, the world is full of life, 
the outside world inspires, but chapel still puts 
“em to sleep. 

—Vanderbilt Hustler. 


Pantology 


Prof.—When you examine a dog’s lungs under 
the microscope, what do you find? 
Pre-Med.—The seat of his pants, I suppose. 
—Pelican. 


Beggar—Kind sir, will you give me a dime 
for a bed? 
*24 (cautiously )—Let’s see the bed first. 
—Gargoyle. 


Harry—My! You did get fat this summer! 
Harriet—I weigh exactly 125 stripped. 
Harry—You can’t tell exactly, these drug store 
scales are liable to be wrong. 
—Gargoyle. 


A young colored couple were sitting at the 
foot of the Statue of Liberty. Henry was hold- 
ing Mandy’s hand. 

“Henry,” said Mandy, “Does you-all know 
why dey has such small little lights on de Statue 
o’ Liberty ?” 

“Ah dunno,” replied the Ethiopian swain, “un- 
less it’s because de less light, de mo’ liberty!” 

—Pelican. 


“At last year’s Hallowe’en stag we had beer; 
this year it was cider.” \ 
“Oh, that was tough.” 
“No, it was hard.” 
—Punch Bowl. 


Very Fast 
“> funny.” 
“Shoot.” 
“Bills are rectangular, and yet they come roll- 
ing in!” 
—Jack o’ Lantern. 


“THE LIGHT THAT NEVER FAILS.” 
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Famous Football Plays 
By Walter Scamp 


The following are a few plays which I have 
either seen executed or have originated during 
the fifty years that I have been a close student 
of football. 


These formations and trick paraphernalia 
prove to the reader that the great game is not 


all mechanical ability but depends a great deal 


upon using the old bean. The head, it should 
be known, can serve for something besides a 
parking space for a head guard. 


No. 1 


This play is used from the double-quarterback 
formation, which is being employed by many 
coaches. Two quarterbacks crouch directly be- 
hind the snapper-back, who has a football in one 
hand and a bottle of whiskey in the other. At 
the given signal, the two articles are passed back, 
and to lend a little local color, the player who 
receives the liquor smacks his lips and starts 
running. Then entire opposition pursues him so 
there is nothing for the man with the ball to dc 
but walk down the field for a touchdown. 


No. II 


The kicker should chew a wad of gum and 
before receiving the punt signal place the gum 
on the toe of his right or left shoe. He will 
then attempt to boot the ball but it will stick to 
his foot. The opponents of course will not be 
wise to his chicanery and look to see where the 
ball went. While they are turned around he can 
pull the ball from the gum and run unmolested. 


No. III 


The following play is not very dignified and 
I would not suggest using it unless absolutely 
necessary. The coach should employ a chorus 
girl to walk up and down the sidelines in her 
working clothes. The enemy then would not no- 
tice that the ends and half-backs were playing 
out for a forward pass and the rest would be 
easy. 

P. S.—The coach should put blinkers on his 
own team. 


—Dirge (Wash. U.) 


“Will you let me,” said the student 
As he quickly doffed his cap— 

But the maiden with a right hook 
Handed him an awful slap, 

And the student’s face was crimson 
As he stood before the lass, 

But he finished out his sentence 
“Will you kindly let me pass?” 
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IS THIS A GAME? 
Dizzy: What did you get your letter in at 
Williams? 
Izzy: Post office. 
—Purple Cow 


Stamped with Success 


“How much postage will this require?” asked 
the young author. 7 


“Two cents,” answered the P. O. clerk. “It’s 
first class matter.” 
“Oh, thank you, sir.” 
—Brown Jug. 


“Breathes there a man with soul so dead, 
Who never to himself hath said”: 
—Some shape! 
—TI’ll never play another game of pool or shoot 
craps again as long as I live. 
—From now on I’m going to study hard. 
—How inh did he ever make a frat? 
—No more sweet spirits of nitre for mine. 
—I made a damn fool of myself tonight. 
If there is, let him step forward and receive 
the elastic crowbar. 
—Showme, U. of Missouri. 


Both Insulted 


The car stopped with a sudden lurch. 

Tough gent: “ that motorman. Wotinell 
does he think this is—a freight train. Blankety 
— ?— !|__ !|__Blank..” | 

Young Thing: “Sir, I demand an apology.’ 

-T. G— “So do I, miss, an’ if he does it again 
we'll both get off.” 


bd 


—Sun Dodger. 
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“There is a divinity that shapes our ends, rough-hew them as we may.” 
—Puppet 


Using a Blind Ikey: Well, you see, I put a collection box in 
the front of the store with a sign “For the Blind.” 


Izzy: Where did you get the new window —Virginia Reel 


blind, Ikey? 
Ikey: Ah, my customers gave it to me, my Waiter—“What would you say to a stew?” 

friend. : Frosh—(Indignantly)—“I never speak to 
Izzy: But mine never gave me anything. How drunkards!” 

do you do it? : —Burr. 
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Extra! Results of the New 
Psychology Tests 


Extra! 


Puppet prints for the first time the results of 
the astounding psychological tests recently made 
by Prof. Ivan Awful Line, for Puppet. Anyone 
giving good reasons why these answers are cor- 
rect will be awarded the Helium Medal for 
irresponsibles, the Sacred Cross of the Pink Pole- 
cats and the Ragged Ribbon of the Remingtons. 

First Question. What would you do if you 
found yourself in an air-tight room containing 
a mad dog, a rattlesnake and a pair of sleigh- 
bells? 

Answer. Invariably you would grasp the rat- 
tlesnake by the hind leg and rattle him, thus scar- 
ing the dog. Now you have the dog rattled. 
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Mrs. Newlywed: “Oh John—what does my new 
spring hat look like?” 
Mr. N.: “Hmm—about six months’ salary!” 
—Pelican 


Now toll the bells for a period of 93 seconds, and 
at once determine what the bells told. Then, at 
the psychological moment, sleigh the dogs with 
the bells.—I. C. S. 

Second question. Supposing you had nothing 
to eat for 3 years. Suddenly you come upon a 
grocery store. On the outside of the store is a 
stand containing large, juicy, red apples. You 
steal one, and looking up, see a policeman. What 
would you do? 

Answer. Run into the store, jump on a scale, 
and get a weigh. 

Third Question. An Indian with a club foot, 
unable to walk, is stranded in the Sahara Desert 
sixty-two and three-thirds miles from a Child’s 
Restaurant, with one pancake in his possession. 
How will he keep from starving? 

Answer. In the absence of a Child’s Restau- 
rant, he can eat a man’s lunch by the following 
means. First detach the Indian club from his 
foot, and with it puncture a large hole in the 
pancake. He can now eat the pancake, have the 
hole of it left, and have the Sahara for desert. 

—Carnegie Tech Puppet. 


~The Old Estaminent 


“Ello mytes ’ow goes it? Everyone got ’is 
ticket for t’ big dance? Aye—th’ dates all fixed 
—January 14th and at the old stand “The Pav.” 
Cawn’t ’ope to ’old ’em anywhere else. Y’know 
they’s a lot o’ blokes runnin’ the Varsity Vets 
this year as thinks they’s better’n th’ old mob. 
Aye an’ they’s ’opin’ to mike this dance better’n 
last year’s show. Hain’t drew no py goin’ on 
three weeks now. Hopes to ’ave enough t’ get 
me there an’ back. Don’t care if I am broke 
the rest of the year, I carn’t miss this show. It’s 
the only bit of the ol’ stuff we ever gets nowadays. 
It’s as cheap as they makes ’em, only $1.75 for 
me an’ the Fluff. An’ eats: All you wants punk 
—an’ corfee—wha da ya want more jam? 
Comin’ eh? See you at Low for the 6th darnse. 
The other rend-yvous? Mons. Vimy an’ Lens 
they ses Yep, 8:30 an’ then it’s the double quick 
till 1 a. m. S’long mite don’t forget that 6th 
darnse. Yer ticket? Oh you get that from yer 
Faculty Rep. You'll see ’im wont be able to 
miss ’im in fact. Cheerio.” 

—Varsity, U. of Toronto. 


(After psychology quiz on emotions. ) 
H. Lewis—If that automobile ran over me 
what emotion would I register? 
E. Foster—You would probably be motionless. 
—Mac Weekly. 


Frosh: “Do you take boarders?” 

Lady: “Steady ones, yes.” 

Frosh: “Oh, that’s all right, I never drink.” 
—Lyre. 
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Who knew all the terms as he shuffled the deck. 
He’d call “cards to the gamblers,” but he toyed with 


ate, 
For he thot that a pair was as good as a straight. 


Solicitous 


The chauffeur was speeding the car along at 
a great rate. And He and She were nestled coyly 
in the back seat. After a long silence he said: 

“Are you quite comfortable, dear?” 

“Yes, love.” 

“The cushions are cozy and soft?” 

“Yes, darling.” 

“You don’t feel any jolts?” 

“No, sweet one.” 

“And there is no draught on your back?” 

“No, my ownest own.” 

“Then change seats with me.” 

—Tiger. 


The Fable of the Man Who Thought He Could 


He drank the drink, but was not yet drunk. 
All was still, save the still, which was still dis- 
tilling. It was night, but not dark, for there was 
moonshine abundant—moonshine flowing in from 
without, and moonshine flowing out from within. 

Hanging on to his hat, Archie absorbed an- 
other glassful, and as he picked himself up from 
the floor where he had fallen he remarked, “With 
all thy faults, I love thee, still.” 

A storm was gathering outside, and so were 
the revenue officers. Archie had not heard them, 
for he was quite absorbed in the pleasant busi- 
ness of absorbing the product of his labors. The 
spirits called him, and his spirits rose as the 
spirits fell into the waiting glass. This was not 
an hour-glass, but it seemed hours before it was 
full again. 3 

Once more he drank, and again he picked him- 
self up. After straightening the kinks from his 
body, he lighted a Fortunate Blow cigarette, and 
sat down. His brain staggered. He felt as if he 
had had an encounter with a steam roller, and 
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DeGulick McBlue, psychological stew, 


Could always get tight on one small shot or two— 
Far from proving his worldliness, toughness and 


such, 
It all went to show that he couldn’t stand much. 
—Wag Jag. 


His ex- 
eating 


the steam roller had been victorious. 
pression was that of a Chinese dragon 
coal, 

~The storm broke loose, and the officers broke 
in. Archie tried to break loose, but found him- 
self faced with Colts—not of the equestrian va- 
riety, but the kind which speak with more per- 
suasive power. This sobered him somewhat, and 
he abandoned his hasty leave-taking, in favor of 
a more leisurely sociability. 

Dawn found Archie admitted to the bar—not 
Ivory, nor saloon bar, but the kind which really 
bar. During the next fortnight he found ample 
time to quiet and profound meditation. 

Moral: “I shall never brew again. When I 
drink, it shall be Yiddish Beer—my brother, he- 
brewed it.” 

—Orange Ouwl. 
Easy 

Freshie: “I need $5 for my caution money, 
and I have only four.” 

Senior: “‘That’s easy. Pawn the $4 for three 
and sell the pawn ticket for $2.” 

—McGill Daily. 

Pat: “Phwat was the last card Oi dealt ye, 
Mike?” 

Mike: “A spade.” 

Pat: “Oi knew it was, Oi saw ye spit on yer 
hand before ye picked it up.” 

—Student Life (Utah). 


A Ripping Good Time 
George: Why does he have R. I. P. on his 
gravestone? 
Georgette: Probably because he died while on 


a tear. 
—Panther. 
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The fearless male as he actually is when alone 
with one of the lower creatures. 
—Jade 


The Romance Ruined 
By CHESTNUT HILL 


The night had come and he had come. He was 
coming strong. In fact he was all set. His head 
trembled in rhythmic harmony with the emo- 
tional vibrations of his subconscious intellect. 
Tonight was the night. If the worst came to 
the worst—and all indications pointed to the 
fact that the worst was coming—he was going 
to pop his last question as a carefree bachelor. 
Yes, it was true, he was going to exchange his 
fascinating freedom for a matrimonial meal 
ticket. She was wealthy and could buy him gold- 
tipped Milos—beautiful Milos with their tantaliz- 
ing violet odor. Glowingly he hesitated, palpitat- 
ing parenthetically as he rushed past the door 
and grasped her hands with feverish caution. 

The girl, not to be disappointing to the erotic 
sensitivities of the responsive reader, was the 
typical wonder-woman. Her eyes sparkled like 
the glowing embers of a log fire after it is out. 
Her chin was delicious to gaze upon, and her 
teeth were like pearl-oyster shells. Besides, she 
had the ruddy complexion of the outdoor girl— 
The Skin You Love to Touch. The athletic 
build and the athletic skin of the Blue Ridge 
backwoodsman. . . Now you know how 
much he needed her—and the Milos. 

“Millie,” he coughed, with the technique of 
a hippopotamus emerging from its palmy pool, 
“I have a question to quiz at you, but I don’t 
know how to break the fatal’ news.” 

“Oh, I know, Martin,” she eagerly exgurgi- 
tated, pushing him backwards into a bevy of bub- 
bling cushions enthusiastically twisted into a 
formless flock on the form-fit couch. “I know 


what you mean. But hadn’t you better meet 
Mamma first? She mentioned today that she 
would like to meet the man I had determined to 
rope in. She heard your voice over the banister 
last night, and you can hardly blame her for 
being so curious. 


“She knows you’re a perfect dear and she can 
tell by the tone of your voice that you wear pur- 
ple pajamas every Tuesday night. Shall I call 
her in?” 

“Yes,” he burbled lugubriously, “And bring on 
the eats, too.” 


And then he looked! 


Hastily he tumbled to his tip-toes. His lips 
parted in a mean, meandering moan. His dream 
was ended; his bubble was busted; his romance 
ruined. He could stand for many things, but not 
for a jealous mother-in-law. - 


Only yesterday he had picked up Mamma on 
Chestnut Street. 
—Punch Bowl. 


Things Ain’t What They Seem 


You go a-walking down the street 
And trail a nifty Jane. 

She trots a pair of high spool heels 
And floats a hefty mane. 


You double time and hurry up; 
You plot a clever scheme. 
But as she turns and looks around— 
Then things an’t what they seem. 
—Froth. 


Did she let you kiss her good-night? 


Rupert: 
Humbert: Sure; that’s the reason I was late for 
class this morning. 


—Juggler 
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“For the love of Mike, lend me two bits.” 
“Who is this guy Mike? 
—Medley. 


The Fable of the Boob and the Best Bet 
By GEORGE ASSIST 


Every Once and Again the Best Boarding 
Clubs of any Much Talked About Knowledge 
Distillery hold a Week-End Festival and develop 
another Boob among the Beloved Brethren. 


There is always some Poor Cantaloupe: who 
who has no Fleshy Female listed in his Address 
Book that will come up to the Famous Frivols 
that the Other Inmates brag about. As soon as 
the P. C. admits that, he becomes an honest 
to goodness Boob. 


Our Hero was such and many of them. Even 
if it was his first Digging Party, he wanted to 
be an Old Timer so when one of the Victrola 
Hounds on the Membership Roll offered to pro- 
cure the Necessary Partner, the unaccustomed 
One Dropped. 


Everybody at the Barracks knew the Promised 
Peach and all gave her a Real Layout. Being 
young and foolish, our Diploma Chaser was not 
suspicious. | 

After the Customary Badge Burnishing and 
Dress Suit Rustling, the Fatal Day arrived. The 
youthful Book Carrier was spared the Disap- 
pointment of meeting the Famed Fairy at the 
Depot. One of the other Knowledge Seekers 
who knew her dragged her up to the Cabin. The 
Regular Fellow waited anxiously on the Veran- 
da; then she hove in sight! When she was being 
Towed to her Berth she looked like a Winner, 
but when she turned in at the Home Stretch, all 
Bets were Off. Anticipated Joy—One Hundred 
percent Par dropped Twenty-two Points and 
threatened to go still lower. 


For Purposes of Identification it may be well . 


to describe the Fabled Feature. , She was all she 
was Painted only more so. She used Art not 
for Art’s Sake but for Age’s Disguise. While 


Necessity may be the Mother of Invention she 
is also the Twin Sister of Deception. Her Mar- 
cel Waves had that Greenish-purple Look which 
comes out of a Bottle. Verily, as an Age Beater 
she should have won the Barb-wire Veil. 


All the Old Boys who Came Back from the 
Hop (and brought some Kicks with them) knew 
the Hand-me-down and recalled that she was an 
Old Standby back in the ’Naughties. The Old 
Helper Out could sling a few Short Stories her- 
self about the Good Old Days before the Vol- 
stead became a Family Curse and before the 
Democrats Sealed all the Happy Hurrah Times. 
Verily she batted One Thousand Per Cent for 
Attendance at Dances and at Parties for the 
Twentieth Century Season but she made Few 
Hits! She Danced with a Time-Acquired Aban- 
don; she talked freely on Nothing and she Con- 
ducted Porch Campaigns with Anybody—Any- 
body but the Boob and he didn’t give a Nothing- 
to-Me. She filled the Empty Seat at the Holiday 
Board and the Football Fight and she made One 
More for the Massed Photo but she wasn’t the 
Kind One Would Dream About. 

The Happiest Time of the Familiar Gathering 
was when our Intelligence Collector gave the 
Used-to-Was to the Outward Bound Conductor. 
He then handed in his Resignation to Royal So- 
ciety of Boobs and resolved to have a Girl from 
Home at the Next Razzle-Dazzle—a Real Girl 
who didn’t need to have Advance -Advertising 
but who had the Goods just the Same. 

Moral—Pick Your Own—They Satisfy. 

—Froth. 


Fiery 
“That speaker fires one with ambition, doesn’t 
he?” 
“He used to be my boss. He fired me without 
warning !” | 


—Brown Jug. 


“And right in the middle of the floor she began 
to shake 24.3 4s" 

“The hussy!” 
“No, the shimmie.” 

: —Tiger 
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A GOOD HEAD FOR BUSINESS. 


Life’s Litte Jests 
(With further apologies to Rube Goldberg) 


Fauntleroy Clarence McSnuffy Voodoo 

Was as handsome a critter as anyone knew. 

He bragged that he wasn’t a shark at his books; 

But his friends said, “Oh, pshaw! Yow’ll get 
by on your looks.” 


While Adroliuus Warteeter Ashcanus Sap 

Cracked a mirror each time tt reflected his map. 

A respectable ape would refuse such a face. 

People said he would never live down that dis- 
grace. 


Well, Voodoo grew older and his manly frame 

From leading a high life quick grew very lame. 

E’en flappers now snubbed him—he’d lost all his 
dash; 

His looks were all gone; and he lacked ready 
cash. 


While homely young Sap had an uncle who died 

And willed him almost the entire country-side. 

Adrolius now buys a yacht every day; 

While girls at the beach let him have own way. 
—Sid Wells, ’22, Ohio Sun Dial. 
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—Tiger 


De Dum, De Dum, De Dum 


“That is not nice,’ my co-ed cried, 
“T heard the dean say so.” 
“Nothing,” quoth I, “is good nor bad, 
But thinking makes tt so.” 


“So we toddle up and down, 
As up and down we go, 
We'll think pure thoughts, my dear co-ed, 

And that will make tt so.” . 


—Wisconsin Cardinal. 


Before 


There are meters of accents 
And meters of tone; 

But the best of all meters 
Is to meet her alone. 


After 


There are letters of accent 
And letters of tone, 

But the best of all letters 
Is to let her alone. 


—Tartan (Carnegie). 
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You Can Have It He Caught It, Too 
MSD m | 
May Ball: Ne ca ear © Absent-Minded Man: “What time is it, my 


dear P” 


. 
a ee Raney She: “Twenty after three.” 

G5 D.: Will you kiss me, honey? A. M.M.: “I wonder if they will catch them.” 
M. B.: No. —Lyre. 


yt pei Gets ack my chewing gum: Mother: “I think it’s wonderful to have a 
ee . SF oni limousine lighted* inside like that one of 
—Virginia Reel. George’s.” 
ee ee Innocent daughter: “That’s funny, I never 
Probably a Boxing Match saw any lights.” 


She (just back from Paris): “I can’t go to —Widow. 


this dance tonight, my trunks haven’t arrived.” 
He: “Good Lord, what kind of a dance do you 
think this is going to be?” 


She stood before her mirror 
With her eyes closed very tight, 
And tried to see just how she looked 


—Lampoon. When fast asleep at night. 
She—Have you ever played the game of love? oe 
_He—Just once, but I needed a shave and was © R-i-p-p 
disqualified for unnecessary roughness. “Combination shot,” murmured the lady cue- 
—Kecord. artist as she leaned too far over the billiard table. 
; ; —Pup pet. 
Cleo—“When Bill danced with me last night <i one nite Mar oe 
he kept letting his hand slip down my back.” Hen—‘Whence the black eye, old thing ?” 
Patricia—“I hope you rebuked him.” Lee—“Oh, I went to a dance last night and 
Cleo—“I did; I told him to keep it up.” was struck by the’beauty of the place.” 
—Purple Cow. —Cornell Widow. 


SON’S LETTER. 


Dear Father: I had to make a number of calls today and will need some more coin. 
Faithfully, SON 


—Jade 


28 COLLEGE HUMOR 


eos INGRAM, 
22 


Mammy’s Little Coal Black Rose. 


—Pelican 


Delayed Bits from the War Zone 


Mr. Kemp Keena, late of Michigan Opera 
renown, and now teaching English, has very kind- 
ly allowed us to print several small gems which 
came to his notice while in the service. The 
following are excerpts from correspondence re- 
ceived by the War Risk Bureau during the war: 

“T ain’t got no book learning and I am writing 
for inflammation.” 

“Just a line to let you know that Iam a widow 
and four children.” 

“He was inducted into the surface.” 

“T have a few months’ old baby and he is my 


only support.” 

“T was discharged from the army for a goiter 
which was sent home for.” 

“As i needed his assistance to keep me en- 
closed.” 

“T am left with a baby seven months old as 
she is a child she can’t work.” 

“IT received $61 and I am certainly provoked 
tonight.” 

“T received my insurance polish and have since 
moved my postoffice.” 

“T am his wife and only air.” 

“You asked for my allotment number. I have 
four boys and two girls.” 

“T am writing in a Y. M. C. A. with a piano 
playing in my uniform.” 

“Please return my marriage certificate, the 
baby hasn’t eaten in three days.” 

“Both sides of my parents are old and worn.” 

“T have been in bed thirteen years with one 
doctor and intend to try another.” 

“You have taken my man away to fight and 
he was the best fighter I ever had.” 

“My boy has been put in charge of a spittoon. 
Will I get more money ?” 

“Tl have not received my husband’s pay and 
will be forced to lead an immortal life.” 


—Gargoyle. 


Before the Illinois Game 
PARTING SONG 


(Tune: My Bonnie) 
My money les down tn Ohio, 
We'll beat them without any trouble. 
For Richards will bring back a vict’ry, 
And send all my money back, double. 


| Dirge 
(Tune: Make up your own) 


My money went down to Ohio, blank blank, 
To meet some more money down there. 

The team had bad luck in Ohio, blank blank, 
And now I am tearing my hair. 


—Daily Cardinal (Wisconsin). 


I came to Colgate 
They sold me 

Two hymn books 
A chapel seat 

A radiator and 
Shower bath space 
They took my check 
And laughed at me 
But I fooled ’em— 
I had no money 
In the bank. 


—Banter 
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“Say, I’ve lost my trunk.” 


“You do look a bit unnatural!” 
—Lampoon 


The Democratic Day 


Sue wears a dress bought years ago; 
She has no new one, nor the dough 
To buy a gown in Paris made, 

So she her old one needs parade. 


But, Gosh! Sue’s million dollar smile 
Has nifty doo-dads beat a mile; 

And that’s the reason why the men 
Fall for this litile college hen. 


Bill hails from. some small country burg, 
He 1s a seedy-looking “bird” ; 

But when he rises in debate 

The “studes” ring halos ’round his pate. 


Dave milked the, Holsteins at the barn, 
And dug pertaters on the farm 

To get the coin to see him through, 

And now they run him mn “Who’s Who.” 


Young Spencer drives a swell sedan, 
But Spencer has a swollen “can” ; 
So he’s a blamed unpopular guy 
His money doesn’t get him by. 


So wags the college world today; 

This 1s a democratic day, 

The prizes go to the man of worth, : 

And not to the chap with the salt of the earth. 
—G. P. Barber, Utah Ag. College. 


Sea captain (to one of many leaning over ship 
rail): “Weak stomach, my lad?” 
Boy (nervously): “Why, ain’t I putting it as 
far as the rest of them?” 
—Octopus. 


Crash! 


The orchestra softly played 

“Kiss me again.” 

She gazed into his eyes 

And breathed a sigh. 

“Your dancing is like a poem,” 

She said. 

“Yes, yes, go on,” he 

Murmured. 

“An Amy Lowell poem; 

The feet 

Are all mixed up,” she answered. 
—Yale Record. 


Our class once had 

A meeting and 

Each member thereof 
Was thereat. 

The meeting started 
Right on time and 
The business went off 
Minus delay. 

It was unanimously voted 
To tax each man and 
The sum should be 
Two fifty. 

The treasurer rose 
Up to collect and 
Each member paid 


On the spot, the full amount, without a murmur. 


That this was true 
Surprised me and 
IT was not. 


I was dreaming. 
Hobart Herald. 


A FOUL SHOOTER. 
—N. Y. Medley. 


— 
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THE DOMESTIC LABOR QUESTION 


“Hello! Is this the woman that wanted the lady 
to wash tomorrow?” 
—Michigan Gargoyle 


The Future in America 


(A poem treating of events in the year 19XX, 
when present tendencies have developed to their 
logical conclusions. ) 


Farmer Jones discovered oul 
Upon his barren farm. 

No longer need the farmer toil, 
Or work his husky arm. 


He sold the land for piles of gold, 
And settled down to bum. 

He had so much cold cash, 1t seemed 
A trifle troublesome. 


November was election time— 
The delegates selected— 

The farmer found to his dismay 
The Bolsheviks elected. 


The provisions of the platform 
Took away Is breath; 


It was a crime to be too rich— 
The penalty was death. 


The farmer did not wish to die 
Inauguration day. 


“T’ll fox the Bolsheviks,” he said, 
“Tl give tt all away.” 


“Here, take this million bones,’ he said, 
“You need it more than I.” 

“Not on your life,’ his friends replied, 
“We're not prepared to die.” 


“If nobody will take it, 
I'll spend it all myself.” 
Alas, he had not reckoned 
On his great amount of pelf. 


He bought steam yachts and sunk ’em, 
Placed bets upon the horses, 

Bought worthless blocks of mining stocks, 
Took correspondence courses. 


The dough thrown on the waters 

_ Came floating back to him. 

His prospects for a ripe old age 
Grew mighty doggone slim. 


He built a palace—burned 1t down, 
And thought his life secured, 

But found his son—just out of high— 
Had had the place insured. 


“Darn it, son,’ he said to him, 
“You'll be the death o’ me.” 

“I’ve got a hunch,” the son replied, 
“A way to set you free.” 


“The pursuit of higher knowledge 
Presents a thousand ways.” : 
So he sent his son to college 
And went broke in thirty days. 


——Pelican. 


A FIVE-REEL COMEDY ENTITLED “THE SHORT SKATE” 


—Sun Dial 


o, 
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Mother: “Poor Jimmy is so unfortunate.” “Separation is much better than divorce,”’ solil- 


Caller: “How’s that?” oquized Henry VII’s private executioner as he 

Mother: “During the track meet he broke one detached the discarded wife’s head from her 
of the best records they had in college.” body. 
—Tar Baby. —Tuger. 


Jorme g APO ; “s 
Pai A 4 et ets 


rN Vi } 1\9 fay ’ J hoe 7, x i ? 
' ee he ee Gh ca ret A re ». “h RG” WA Oe e 
| \ > is | Stig | . > ‘ x on : & By 
AV — as é', USS he BS 4 2 3 
4 H FP ayire.8 si $e y oa ps 


Be read to. It saves the eyes for better things. 
—Octopus 
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Midnight Tragedy at the Grill 


I took a woman to the Grill after a severe 
struggle at the Aud. She was a typical slicker. 
Anyone could tell she had seen a city or more. 
Everything about her was perfect. Her hair 
scented of violet. Her baby-doll face radiated 
activity. Her clothes, fancy, fluffy things that 
spoke of city-trained taste. 

She didn’t like a small city, she thought it too 
crude and boring. The girls pretty, not polished, 
of course, and the men: good friendly chaps, but 
OH did the tailors in Logan cut with mowing 
machines ? , 

I hated her. She was so perfect. My collar 
felt tight. My clothes loose and my hands 
like hams. 

We talked, or rather she talked. There were 
no arguments. She knew everything. 

Then the cocktails came. They were fair but 
OH MY, you should taste the Newhouse Spe- 


~ cial. Nothing like it in Logan. Salmon? Fine! 


but not as fresh as in Seattle. And always she 
ate so correctly.’ How I hated her. 

Then the chicken was served. Anxiously with 
abated breath I watched her while she took a 
taste. A smile of satisfaction spread over her 
face. Trembling I inquired, “You like them?” 
She glanced at me dangling a little leg perfectly 
in the air, and replied, “They are superbly 
cooked. I had always heard Logan chickens 
were inviting.” 

I sighed relief and sank back satisfied. At last 
something was approved. 

But she continued. “Yet they are not so crisp 
as those we get at the Utah.” 

It was then I killed her, and as she slipped 
forward, she gasped, “Sling my body west. Bury 
me in ’Frisco Bay.” She wavered and then faint- 
ly murmured, “You stabbed me with the wrong 
fork. You should have used that for the 
salmon.” 


—Student Life (Utah). 


Rattling Along 


Teacher—‘‘Define trickle.” 

Boy—“‘To run slowly.” 

Teacher—“Define anecdote.” 

Boy—‘‘A short funny tale.” 

Teacher—‘“Use both words in a sentence.” 

Boy—‘The dog trickled down the street with a 
can tied to his anecdote.” 


—Widow. 


Prof. (in Economics): “Someone give me an 
example of the law of diminishing returns.” 
Brilliant Stude: “Chemistry deposits.’ 
» —Burr. 


——— 


Naw, naw, you ain’t got it on us yet. All we 
left out of the word was “arne” thusly: d-arne-d 
and D.-D. stands for Doctor of Divinity, anyway. 
Horse on you. 

—Argonaut. 


Doc. Bart (in psychology): “Can anyone men- 
tion a case of great friendship made famous 
through literature?” 

Wallie: “Mutt and Jeff.” 

—Augustana Observer. 


Shim—“How did you enjoy the musical come- 
dy last night?” | 
Him—“Before the curtain went up two feet 
I know I could enjoy it.” 
—Brown Jug. 


PRETTY THOUGHT. 


I kissed her on her dimpled chin, 
The precious little dove. 
She seemed to think the deed a sin 
She murmured “Heaven’s above.” 
—Maniac 


Fresh: 
Fish: 


“What’s hurry?” 
“lm oes tant.” 
—Orange Owl 


Bulletin for January 


January 5—Bolsheviki blows up auditorium. 


No chapel. 

January 7—Graham’s board will contain all 
royal flushes. 

January 8.6—Candyland will give out free sou- 
venirs. 

January 11—Old main bell cracks. No classes. 

January 34—Burlesque show in Bellefonte. 
Special trains. 

January 1414—Students give rousing send-off 
to crap team. 

January 82—Penn State wrestles with tempta- 
tion. 

January 83—Crap team naturally wins. 
dents tear dow track-house. 

January 99—FROTH office raised in rush to 
get copies. | . 


Stu- 


—Froth. 


Fruitful Discourse 
Ag—Wasn’t that a fine lecture by Professor 
Dinglesnick on “The Culture of Prunes ?” 


Wag—Splendid! He was so full of his sub- 
ject. 


—Octopus. 


Term-inology 
“I haven’t seen you for a month. What have 
you been doing?” 
. “Thirty days.” 
—Octopus. 
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Dis Bane Da Life 


Ay yust come over fra Norge 
Io see what Ay skal see. 
Ay skal bane have a try at dis 

Here Universitee. 


Ay sure bane like it very great, 
Except it cost too much 

For dancing, drives, und tagging days, 
Und formal suits und such. 


Da girls aint have no bashfulness, 
Dey skal bane fast, by yee. 

Dey vear silk stockings und short skirts, 
Und oh, vat Ay can see! 


Dey bane cut hair off short lak men, 
Und sometimes vear men’s pants. 

Dey amt’ bane happy anyway, 
Unless dey shimmee dance. 


Ay ain't bane never goin’ back 
To Olga Pedersen. 
Ay sure bane stuck on dis here life, 
Hooray vor Visconsen., 
—Octopus. 


Problem in Economics 


Sugar has fallen in price from 30 cents to 11 
cents; good coffee from 55 cents to 40 cents. 
Coffee in the university district still is 7 cents 
a cup. 
Write your own editorial. 
Ohio Sun Dial. 


J 


That girl’s like an ocean liner. 

How’s that? 

Just a little tug will get her started.—Purple Cow. 
—Juggler 
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How He Likes— 


Your Sister 
—Goblin 


His Sister 


Heavy Betting 


During a rest hour in the heat of the recent 
European war three negroes were engaged in a 
little friendly game of poker; an “English” negre, 
a “French” negro, and an “American” negro. The 
hands had been dealt and the English negro held 
a full house, the French negro held four aces 
and the American negro had a straight flush. The 


betting began and the English negro said: “I bets 


Passing on to the French negro he 
bet two pounds. When it came to the American 
negro he scratched his head and said: “I don’t 
know nothin’ about these here pounds, but if 
dat’s de way you all is going to bet, den I bets 
a ton.” 


a pound.” 


—Virginia Reel. 


Distinctly a Local Joke 


Frosh—Didja bum your way to Urbana? 
Soph—Naw ; bummin’s gettin’ too effeminate. 
—Ohio Sun Dial. 
Alpha: “What’s the matter with your hand; 
been in a fight.” 
Omega: “No, just a bad case of crap-shoot- 
er’s knuckle.” 
—Pitt Panther. 


Time Out 


The bright young freshman knocks timidly on 
the door of the Employment Bureau. 

“Come in!” shouts the manager. 

“Er—excuse me,” stutters Freshy. 
er—came about that secretary job.” 

“Oh, yes! Can you typewrite? Do you know 
shorthand? Can you speak Spanish, French, 
German? Are you an expert accountant?” 

“No, sir!” 

“Are you a bookkeeper? 
secretarial experience?” 

“No, sir!” 

“Can you do a trial balance? Are you ac- 
quainted with modern filing systems ?”’ 

Er—no, sir!’ 

The manager loses his patience: 

“But, for the love of Mike, I clearly stated in 
the ‘Campus’ that this job requires all these 
qualifications. What did you come for?” 

“I—I just wanted to tell you, sir,” 
chirps, “not to count on me.” 

—Cap and Bells. 


of SSA SES 


Did you ever have 


Freshy 


Of his boyhood days on the farm, Josh had 
many pleasant memories and some that were not 
so pleasant. There was a day once when he was 
showing the farm to a friend of his—quite a close 
friend, in fact—and when they came to the pas- 
ture there were two cows licking each other’s 
faces. Bear in mind the fact that this friend was 
a close one. This is what they said: 

Josh—“TI wish I could do that.” 

The girl—“Why don’t you? 


17? 


COWS: 


They-re your 
—Voo Doo. 


Prof.—“Is there any connecting link between 
the animal and vegetable kingdom ?” 
Stude—“Yes, sir, hash.” 


°07—“You are always behind in your studies.” 
’23—“‘Well, you see, sir, it gives me an oppor- 
tunity to pursue them.” 


84—“How many kinds of poetry are there?” 
"24—“Three.” 

’°84— “Name them.” 

24 “Lyric, dramatic, and epidemic.” 


She—“What a finely chiseled mouth you have. 
It ought to be on the face of a girl.” 
He—“Quite so; I miss few opportunities.” 


Housewife — Grocer, 
hams ? 

Grocer—Yes, ma’am. 

Housewife—Well, how do they run? 

Grocer—They jump with the prices. 


—Hum Bug (U. of Utah). 


have you any Swiss 


Nineteen Hundred and Twenty—Twenty-One ? 35 


| Oh, Pop! 

Dear Dad: I am asking you for some cash 
sooner than I had hoped, but you see several 
things have come up—books, dues, laboratory 
fees, room rent, etc. Please send me a check for 
eighty dollars. Respectfully, 

Your SON. 


My dear Son: I received your special today 
and am enclosing the amount you asked for. I 
was in college once myself, you know 

With love, 
Dap. 

P. S. Is she good looking? 

—Pitt Panther. 


Floorwalker —“Looking for something ma- 
dame ?” 
Fat Lady—“Husband.” 
F. W.—“First aisle to your left—male order 
department.” 
—Chaparral. 


Out of Sight Is Out of Mind 
Ella—I can’t find my bathing suit anywhere. 
Stella—See if you have it on. 


—Banter. 
ee He: You’re a hot sketch. 
Rubbing It In She: Be careful, sir. Your compliment is a bit 
Citizen—Judge, I’m too sick to do jury duty ; ssi pial es | Bi, fat ag ON 
I’ve got a bad case of the itch. : 
Judge—Excuse accepted. Clerk, just scratch A Difference in Falls 

that man out! At home he was a hero, 

—Widow. He sure did knock ’em dead, 


And when he came to college 
He’d do the same, he said. 


But when: he came to college, 
His heart was filled with fear, 
Instead of falling at his feet, 
They fell upon his rear. 
3 —Banter. 


In 1920 
Little Willie, rough as hell, 
Shoved his sister down a well; 
And his mother, drawing water, 
Said, “It’s hard to raise a daughter.” 
—Froth. 


Strike 
If the workers in the pajama factories strike, 
there will be no new shows on Broadway next 


year. 
—Froth. 
“The Spoken Word’’ 
(TIME—Before Automobiles) 
oe ety FINIS. Tim—“Huh ?” 
BO inde Jt cepa Timid—*Uh-Huh !” 
Ls Santee Tim—“Whoa ! ! !” 


“For good.” 
—Flamingo — —Froth. 
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—Gargoyle. 
“Have you seen the ‘Vale of Purple Snakes’?” 
“Lord, no, I haven’t had a drink this semester.” 

—Showme. 


Fanny’s First Faint 


Fanny always played according to the rules. 


She and Hector started the evening in the usual 
way by going to a movie— 

“Why Change Your Socks” or something of 
the kind. Then Hector suggested a ride. 

Fanny agreed. 


When they got out in the country, they didn’t. 


get out. But he stopped the car. 

Fanny fainted. 

She knew perfectly well why he had stopped, 
but she also knew the rules of the game. So she 
asked: 

“Why are you stopping?” 


He might have given any one of the usual rea-_ 


sons: to admire the moonlight; trouble with the 
engine; a flat tire—anything. Instead of that he 
told the truth. 

“T’m going to kiss you,” he said. 

Then Fanny fainted. 

Not that Fanny was unused to being kissed, 
but such frankness was enough to ruin any girl’s 
morale. 


—Juggler. 


“What a splendid fit,” said the tailor, as they 


carried the epileptic out of the shop. 
—Lecord. 


L’il Opera—“Have you seen Carmen?” 
De la Pug—“Sure, my brother’s a conductor.” 


. After the First Dance 
Little we reck of the shekels 
If all has gone well with our hearts; 
Somehow we'll all find the money; 
But pity the fellow who parts 
With his girl at the doorway who bumped him— 
Another succumbed to her darts. 


Frosh 
“Alas! regardless of their doom, 
The little victims play; 
No sense have they of ills to come, 
No care beyond today.” 


“Where did you get these El Cabbiagios, 
George?” 
“Harry sent them up from Havana.” 
“He sure knows the ropes down there, doesn’t 
he ?” 
—Puppet (Carnegie Inst.). 


Bones—“What’s a divorce suit ?” 
Groans—“The opposite of a union suit.” 
—Purple Cow (Williams). 


No. 1 from Hester street—“Say, Abie, vy 
don’t you pull down de vindow shades ven you 
luv yore vife?” 

No. 2 from Hester street—“Vat ?” 

No. 1—“TI say vy don’t you pull down the vin- 
dow shade ven you luv yore vife? I saw you last 
night P” 

No. 2—“Ah, de joke’s on you; I vusn’t home 
last night.” 

—Sun Dodger (U. of Washington). 


He— “Will you give a penny for my 
thoughts ?” 
She—‘Huh! Something for nothing?” 


—Tiger (Princeton). 
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—Magpie 
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“I think that by this time the Dean must realize that prevarication is an asset to every college student. ” 
You're wrong there. Prevarication is not as asset—it’s a lie-ability.” 


—Brown Jug 


Bobbed—“Oh, dear, I’ve lost my little pink 

bow.” 
Braided—“How perfectly awful. What did he 
look like ?’ : | 
) —Jester (Columbia). 


“Here’s something queer,” said the dentist. 
“You say this tooth has never been worked on be- 
fore, but I find small flakes of gold on my instru- 
ment.” 

“I think you have struck my back collar but- 


ton,” moar.ed the victim. 
—Siren (Illinois). 


He—*They must be engaged; that’s the fourth 
dance he’s had with her this evening.” 

She—“That’s no sign.” 

He—“You think not? You don’t know how 


she dances.” 
—The Scalper (Texas). 


Unsophisticated Miss—“What did Hal mean 
when he said that Helen was mushy ?” | 
World-wise Mister—“I guess he meant she 


was kind of soft from constant squeezing.” 
—Medley. 


Waitress—“Will you have pie?” 
Customer—‘Is it compulsory ?” | 
Waitress—“Huh ?” 
Customer—“T say, is it compulsory ?” 
Waitress— ‘Why—ah—we’ re just out of com- 
pulsory, but we’ve got some good raspberry.” 
—Dreverd. 


Valentines 


kh Oe Saloon-Keeper’ s Widow) 
I’ve looked upon your homely face 
A dozen times or more. 
When God gave out good looks, I’m sure 
You were behind the door. 
To marry you will surely be 
A most nerve-racking shock, 
And yet I'll do it, just because 
You have a private stock. 


, 


_ To a Prefect 
Dear Prefect I’m m love with you 
I think yow’re simply splendid, 
The berrys that you gave to me 
Helped me to be suspended, 
Sometime, and very shortly, too, 
I'll try to do as much for you. 
ae —Notre Dame Scholastic. 


Here’s to our Dance Girl, 
We hail her with pride, 
View her with pleasure, 
Call her escort aside, 
Arrange for the dances, 
Make a late date. 
Result—deep in love, 

And some call that fate! 


We speak of her Litas: 
Of her beautiful hair 
Of her lips ruby red 
And complexion so fair. 
But then comes the question; 
“What does she lack?” 
So here 1s the answer; 
“Clothes on her back!” 
—Wash. & Lee Mink. 


“You're playing with fire,” purred the devil 
' as she lit her first cigarette. | 
Hey diddle diddle! 
This ts the riddle, 
When are we going to get tight? 
The bootlegger’s late, 
We'll probably watt 
The better part of the night. 
—Gargovyle. 


“What is a football moustache ?” 
“One that has eleven on each side.” 


—Pelican (U. of Cal.). 


A Real Essential 
First Co-ed.—Have you read Kant? 
Second Ditto—No, but I’ve read “Don’t” for 


ent 
7 ichigan Daily. 
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“T asked her if she would scream if I kissed her.” 

“What did she say?” 

“She said she didn’t see how she could.” 
—Juggler. 


Wrecker — “That girl’s just like an ocean 
finet = s. 
Necker—“Why’s that?” 
Wrecker — “Just a little tug will get her 
started.” 
—Purple Cow. 


First Bo—“I may be poor now, but when I 
was young I had me own carriage.” 
Second Bo—“Yep, and yer maw pushed it.” 
—Jade (Vanderbilt). 


Kindly Man to Prisoner—“You seem to be in 
a tight place, my poor man.” 
Convict—“Well, it ain’t exactly roomy fer a 
guy with loose habits like mine.” 
—Gargoyle (Michigan). 


Biggs—“Lend me a dollar and I’ll be eternally 
indebted to you.” 
Wiggs—“Yes, I’m afraid so.” 
—Record (Yale). 


“Good day, ma’am, I am a cast-off clothing 
dealer.” 

Prof.’s Wife—“Good! Have you anything to 
fit my husband P” 


—Widow (Cornell). 


Harry — “Did you feel the earthquake last 
night P” 
Carry—“No, I was at the dance and we were 
shimmying.” 
—The Dirge (Washington U.). 


Cranky Customer—‘Is this well water ?” 
Chipper Clerk—“Does it look sick?” 
—Juggler (Notre Dame). 


Conductor—‘Watch your step, Miss.” 
Sophie—“It isn’t necessary, there are several 
sapheads behind doing that.” 
—Wampus (U. of S., Cal.). 


'. He who fights and runs away 
Will live to fight another day, 
But he who courts and will not wed 
Will find himself in court instead. 
—Burr (Lehigh). 


Instructor in Geology—‘‘The geologist is used 
to thinking in terms of centuries.” 
Frosh—“Gosh, I just loaned a geologist five 
bones !” 
—Jester (Columbia). 


The Gospel Truth 

“You know that it is now definitely established 
that there were automobiles in the old Buble 
days.” 

“Why, no, how is that ?” 

“Well, the Bible says that if we are good we 
will be taken Home on High.” 

—Sour Owl (Kansas U.). 


SHOULD BE A POPULAR COURSE 


Tar: How do you know that she rooms in the 
Chemistry Building? 
Baby: I heard her say that she had to go down 
there and get off her “unknown.” 
—Tar Baby 
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A SKIN GAME. 


Independence 
Jeremiah McCoy 
Was a smooth college boy. 
He drank and he smoked and he swore, 
And he was free with the dough; 
Rarely broke, but if so, 
Could dun the old man for some more. 


One day he was caught 

At the African Sport. 

To his father the dean made report. 
The old man he swore; 

Jeremiah got sore, | | 

And said, “I don’t need your support.” 


So he set out in life, 

And took lim a wife. 

She thought him too much of a sport. 
One night he got drunk; 

She packed up her trunk, 

And said, “I dont need your support.” 


Jeremiah was sore, 

Went out and drank more. 

Like a ship in a storm without port 
He seized a lamp-post, 

But soon heard it boast, 

And said, “I don’t need your support.” 


He went down to the Wharf, 
Closed his eyes and dove off ; 
To end lus troubles he sought. 


—Orange Peel 


They threw him a rope. 
Jeremiah said, “Nope, 
I’m damned tf I need your support. 
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His friends all gave ad 

In his funeral parade. 

As bearers the coffin they brought. 
When about to begin, 

They heard from within, 

“I’m damned if I need your support.” 


As Jeremiah climbed 

To heaven sublime, 

The angels all heard him retort, 

“This place may look well, 

But I prefer hell, 

And damned if I need your support.” 
—Lord Jeff (Amherst). 


More Material Advancement 

“Have you seen the new style socks?” 

“No. Are they good?” 

“Great convenience! They’re sewed right into 
the shoes.” | 

“But how do you change them?” 

“You don’t! That’s the convenience.” 

—Jack-o’-Lantern. 


Villian’s Accomplice—What shall I do if the 
girl screams? 
Villain—Clap your hand over her mouth. 
V. A.—That’s an old gag. 
—Awgwan (Nebraska). 
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Bull: 
Sitting Bull: 


’*Sno use crying over spilt milk. 


*Tain’t milk. 
—Octopus 


“How’d you get the black eye?” 

“Well, a girl told me she kissed.” 

oY ec: 

“Being doubtful, I thought I would see if she 
lied.” 

“Well?” 

“She did.” , 

—Octopus. 


Minister—“Would you care to join us in the 


new missionary movement?” 
Miss Ala Mode—“I’m crazy to try it. 

anything like the fox trot?” 
—Chaparral (Leland Stanford). 


Is it 


As she,stifled a yawn, she asked sweetly: “Is 
your watch going, George?” 

“Yep,” answered George. 

“How soon?” 


—Punch Bowl (U. of Penna.). 


The Ithaca representative had just sold a Cor- 
nell student a pair of gloves for $9.50, three 
shirts at $5.00 apiece, a pair of shoes for $27.75 
plus war tax, and a suit for $95.50. With his 
eye on the retreating form he reiterated to him- 
self the words his mother used to repeat so often: 

Pa worth doing at all, is worth doing 
well.” 

_—Widow (Cornell). 


Barney—“That Prof. made quite a long speech 
in chapel the other morning.” 
Fish—“What was he talking about?” 
Barney—‘“He didn’t say.” 
—Northwestern Chromele. 


Tight Girl 
Shoe Clerk—What is your size, Miss? 
Barnadite—Well, four is my size, but I wear 
sevens because fours hurt my feet so. 
a —Jester. 


“My brother takes up Spanish, French, Italian, 
Hebrew, German and Scotch.” 
“Goodness, where does he study?” 
“Study? He doesn’t study. He runs an ele- 
vator?” 
—V oodoo. 


Prisoner: Good morning, Judge. 
_ Judge: How old are you? 
Prisoner: Twenty-nine. 
Judge: You'll be thirty when you get out. 
—The Phoenix. 


Her cheeks he said are roses red 
And lovely as can be, 
Her ruby lips are treasure ships - 
That speak of love to me. 
But when to kiss this little miss 
The booby took a notion, 
He found her lips were painted ships 
Upon a painted ocean. 
MORAL: HE KISSED HER ANYWAY. 
—Washburn Review. 


Sad One (jauntily): “Would you like a nice 
partner for the next dance?” 
Glorious One (innocently): “Why, yes, bring 
him up.” 7 
—Jester. 


A Hobo’s Lament 
(Autumnal Soliloquy) 

Thou gastronomic godheads of the eats,. 
Thou king of carrots, turnips, squash and beets, 
Thou all-digesting champion of food, 
Albeit pickled, fried, hard boiled or stewed; 
From us, the worthy sons of Epicurus, 
Keep far away the foods which can’t endurus; 
For why, oh, why, do all the rustic cots, 
At our approach, remove all tasty pots 
And greet our nostrils with a thick barrage 
Of that most potent potion, boiled cabbage? 

—Harvard Lampoon. 


A Clever Line 


He: What were you doing last night? 
She: Oh, helping dad around the house. 
He: Drunk again? 


—Lemon Punch. 
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Without Benefit of Chaperone 
A One Act Play 

The scene 1s laid in the Rose Room at the 
Plaza. Young man and young woman are seated 
at a table m the foreground. There are other 
people m the room, but they are merely back- 
ground, and do not count. The couple are talk- 
mg— 

Younc Man—Yes, business is pretty brisk 
now and I don’t get much time to play around. 

YouNG WoMAN (with a deep inhalation of her 
cigarette )—I didn’t think I’d seen you here be- 
fore. I come so often that I recognize almost 
everyone here. 

Y. M. (stifling a yawn)—I suppose you do 
have a pretty good line on the place. I used to 
come pretty regular myself before I got so busy, 
but I haven’t much time now. I ought to get a 
vacation. 

Y. W.—If you think you’re overworked, how 
about me? The chorus ain’t a cinch any more. 
They expect a girl to be an acrobat nowadays, 
and on these hot nights—well— 

Y. M.—By the way, what show are you with? 

Y. W.—Do you think I’d tell you? There’s 
too many Johns hanging around now. 

Y. M.—Oh, tell me, won’t you? 

Y. W. (with a change of manner. A shade of 
wistfulness passes over her face)—Let’s make 
this a perfect evening—ships that pass in the 
night, you know. We'll never see each other 
again, but I want to remember this one evening 
with a man—(with a little break in her voice) 
who is a bit different. Don’t you understand? 

Y. M.—I understand. This evening will be 
different from the rest—something you can al- 
ways cherish in your memory. Ah, my dear, I 
know. 


A STUDY IN BLACK AND WHITE. 
—Purple Cow. 


r ne ae 


She: Weren’t you angry with him when he kissed 
you? 


Her: Yes. Every time. 


—Chaparral 


Y. W.—I believe you do know— 

(Another young man and woman enter un- 
noticed. They pause in surprise as they catch 
sight of the couple at the table, and then advance 
as if to speak.) 

THE Seconp Y. M.—Why, Al, I didn’t know 
you were in town. When are you going up to 
school? I’ve got to go back a week early—got 
a condition— 


THE Seconp Y. W.—Hello, Eleanor, I saw 
your mother this morning. She told me you are 
comirtg out this winter—my dear, how perfectly 
marvelous— 

(The first couple are silent. A passing waiter 


vouchsafes a weary smile. The curtain falls.) 
—Jack O’Lantern. 


We stood in the hall at-midnight, 
Her lips to mine I pressed. 
Her father came upon the scene— 
Fast sped the parting guest! 
—Widow. 


“I stole a march on them all right,” said the 


kleptomaniac as she walked out of the ten cent 


store with a sheet of music in her muff. 
—Cornell Widow. 
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A Risque Rake 
"Twas on a summer hayride, 
As we strolled about the land, 
That I softly called her sweetheart, 
And held her litthle—raincoat. 


As I held her little raincoat, 

We were going quite a pace, 

I nestled close beside her 

And moved closer to her—umobrella. 


Closer to her umbrella, 

As she murmured little sighs, 
The mellow moonlight bathed us 
And I peeped into her—basket. 


As I peeped into her basket, 
The merry little miss, | 
Laughed in chaste confusion 
As I boldly stole a—sandwich. 
. —The Lyre. 


It was Saturday evening and Farmer Corn- 
stalk was wearily plodding his way homeward 
laden with bundles of all sizes and shapes. The 
responsibility of remembering to purchase so 
many articles had been a severe mental strain, but 
the good farmer smiled triumphantly for he had 
forgotten nothing. With all accomplished he felt 
at peace with the world. Contently his gaze wan- 
dered over the landscape and rested on a small 
stubblefield bordering the roadway. Suddenly 
he stopped and looked at the field more earnestly. 
A horrible thought struck him. 

“Gosh darn it all,” he said, rubbing his chin 
with considerable vexation, “I forgot to get a 
shave.” 


—Widow. 


There was a whisk of coat-tails of bummadiers 
diving beneath seats for concealment as the train 
conductor of the “Missouri Special” entered the 
coach to take tickets. 

Then some exuberant rooter cried out: 

“Fifteen for the conductor!’ 

“Fifteen what?” a passenger asked. 

“Fifteen years,” came a muffled voice under a 
seat. 

‘—Daily Kansan. 


“So she didn’t accept you when you pro- 
posed ?”’ 

“She sure did.” 

“But you said she threw you down.” 

“She did, and held me there till I gave her the 
ring.” —Chaparral. 


Barber—Your hair is getting gray, sir. 
Customer—Well, I’m not surprised. Hurry 
up! 
—Virgina Reel. 
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It is the third reel! Naughty Nadine had slipped 
out of the house to bathe in the silvery waters. 
—The Gargoyle. 


Bones—*‘Dont you think she has a rare com- 
plexion ?” 
Jones—“Rather well done, I’d call it.” 
—Purple Cow. 


“T just came from the doctor’s.” 
“What did he say?” 


“No.” —Brown Jug. 


A Close Call 
I slipped, I fell, I sat down hard, 
I landed on my rear, 
I cursed, I swore, I damned my luck, 
My heart was filled with fear. 


I felt, I looked, I felt again, 
I ceased to cuss and chafe, 
I smiled, I grinned, I cried aloud, 
“Thank God, the hair tonic’s safe!” 
| —Banter. 


Farmer—‘See here, young feller, what are you 
doing up in that tree?” 
Stude—“One of your pears fell down and I’m 
trying to put it back.” 
—Widow. 


—Lampoon’s Popular, Mechanics Number. 
“How did you get your mustache into this con- 
dition?” asked the barber. “Guess I'll have to 
take it off.” 
“All right. I tried to steal a kiss from a girl 
who was chewing gum.” 
—Drexerd. 


She: “And you'll be true to me while I’m 
away?” 
He: “Yes, but don’t be away too long.” 
—Jester. 
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“The Saving of Sara’’ 

Sir Samuel Sims saw sweet Sara Sampson 
swimming. Suddenly she seemed sinking. Sir 
Samuel stood stunned. Striding seaward, spurn- 
ing shingle, Sir Samuel swiftly swam Sarawards. 
Sir Samuel skillfully supported swooping Sara; 
swimming shorewards. Sir Samuel successfully 
succored Sara. Seeming somewhat shaky Sir 
Samuel sampled some spirits — special Scotch. 
Sara saw Sir Samuel’s self-sacrificing spirit ; Sir 
Samuel saw Sara’s sweetness. Sir Samuel soon 
sought Sara. Striding slowly, Sara sighed softly. 
Sir Samuel seemed speechless. 

“Say something, Sir Samuel,” said Sara. 

“Say Sam, Sara,” said Sir Samuel. 

Sara, smilingly, shyly, softly said, “Sam.” 

“Sara—Sally !” stammered Sir Samuel. “Sweet 
Sara—sweetheart !” 

Sara solemnly surrendered. 

—Carnegie Tech. Puppet. 


“You have a liquid, flowing voice,” 
He told Sweet Susie Stout. 
He married her and now it seems 


In torrents to gush out. 
—Sun Dial. 


A Higher Education Joke 
“There goes a second Shakespeare.” 
“That fellow? He’s a dumb classical scholar.” 
“Exactly. He knows little Latin and less 
Greek.” 


—Jack o’ Lantern 


Does It? 


A DANGEROUS EXPERIMENT. 


—Dirge 


Novel Spittcon Promotes Accuracy 

A Montreal barkeep became aware of the un- 
sanitary fact that his patrons were deplorably in- 
accurate in long range shooting. In vain he put 
up a sign reading, “A miss is as bad as a mile,” 
and when he urged short range firing, he only 
aroused their indignation. 

One night while sleeping off his own stock, he 
hit upon a device. The target arrangement 
shown in the diagram was put on each receptacle, 
and prizes were awarded; one dark beer for bull’s 
eye from length of room, etc. So readily did 
customers enter into the spirit of the thing, that 
he was able to institute penalties for “out of 
bounds,” namely, one blow of a five-foot plank. 
This instrurnent has been playfully nicknamed 
“the board of health.” 


“Yessir, this certainly is fraternity weather.” 
“Howzat ?” 
“Gives everybody the grip.” 

—Gargoyle. 


Mike: “He kissed her where she stood.” 
Ike: “Huh, must have been a soul kiss.” 
—Pitt Panther. 


“T got the news in a roundabout way.” 
“How ?”? 
“From a circular letter.” 

—Cracker. 


Dolly—Why did Jack break off with Dora? 
Molly — Said he couldn’t stand*a girl who 
smoked Piedmonts.”’ 
—Virgima Reel. 


A negro was trying to saddle a mule. 
“Does that beast ever kick you?” asked a by- 


stander. 


“No, sar, boss, he don’t nevah kick me, but he 


frequent kicks where Ah jes’ been.” 
—The Gleaner. 


\ 
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The Taming of the West 
Our gallant young Lochinvar came out of the 
W est 
With corns on his ankles and hair on his chest. 
With chaps and a Stetson, a regular guy, 
Iwo guns on his belt and red blood in his eye. 


He'd show these here Easteners something of life, 

He'd shanghai some hetress and make her his 
wife. 

He'd have New York gasping at stories of MEN, 

It sounded real vicious, he started, but then— 


He bought him a ticket to Ziegberg’s one night, 

And sat with the baldheads up next to the light, 

At the end of the show, he was both meek and 
mild, 

“This life that we lead, boy, it ain’t so darn 
wild.” 


Each mght now at Ziegberg’s there’s one table 
bare, 
It’s kept for our Lochinvar, white is his hair; 
But natty his raiment, a chorine his wife, 
“T’m through with the West, kid, this here is 
the life.’ 
—Froth. 


He (trying to make conversation )—“Have you 
many fast friends?” 
She hater aad 


of a girl.” 


I’m ‘not that kind 
—Tuger. 


“So that’s Mrs. Jones, is it? And what was 
her maiden name?” 

“Her maiden aim was to get married, of 
course.” 


—Gargoyle. 
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“Shoot, please; I wear Paris Garters: no metal 


can touch me.” 
—W. & L. Mink 
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He fell on his neck and wept. 
—Hum Bug 


Ed: “How did he manage to sell that old, 

haunted house ?” 
Co-ed: “He started a rumor that there were 
spirits in the cellar.” 
; —Pitt Panther. 


The man at the back door: “Good morning, I 
deal in cast-off clothes.” 
The stude: “Fine! 


suit.” 


Come in, I need a new 


-—Pitt Panther. 


“T hear prohibition hit Jim so hard he killed 
himself.” 

“Suicide ?” 

“No. Herpicide.” . 
—Jester. 


“Have you an oil painting of John D. Rocke- 
feller?” queried the librarian of the shopkeeper. 
“No, ma’am, no one has. He has never been 
done in oil.” 
—Drexerd. 


“Bon Ami,” said the scrub lady as her mistress 
went south for the winter. 
Orderly (running through hospital) : 
key quick. A woman fainted!” 
(Receives whiskey and takes a long drink.) “It 
always did affect me to see a woman faint.” 
—Medley. 


“W his- 
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Bones About Justice 

It was a face to distrust—In his features 
showed evil intent, cruelty, dishonesty. His shifty, 
evasive eyes, surly, drooping mouth, his low- 
browed, bullet-shaped head bespoke, indubitably, 
the habitual, incurable criminal.—Verily, a face 
to distrust. | 

His eyes gleamed with lust as he viewed the 
money near him; the money that would soon be 
his if Chance but favored him. And yet he hesi- 
tated; panic-stricken as he considered the pos- 
sibility of failure, of detection, of With an 
oath, he thrust the disconcerting thought aside, 
taunting himself for a coward and demanding 
whether he, he who, for loot, had never hesitated 
to attack man, woman or child, was now. to turn 
craven. Savagely he cursed his wavering heart 
and turned once more to his dark task. 

Coolly, possessedly, he bode his time; showing 
in his countenance never a trace of his evil pur- 
pose. His time came. Down upon the poor little 
things he swooped. Clutching them in his talon 
fingers, he shook them—shook them so violently, 
so savagely that the very bones rattled. ‘Then 
with an imprecation, he cast them from him. 
They struck the earth, rolled over several times 
and then lay still. Eagerly he stooped and 
scanned their pallid, upturned countenances. Not 
a tremor, not a movement did his gloating eyes 
discern. No further obstacle in his path, he 


would now gather in his ill-earned loot. 

His action had not been unwitnessed, and a 
murmur of anger and disgust arose, as the mis- 
None, however, 


creant reached for his spoils. 


ventured forth to oppose the villain—Was Jus- 
tice to be thus flouted; should evil thus triumph? 
Was there none of sufficient courage?—A youth, 
his eyes blazing with indignation and anger, 
leaped from the group of passive onlookers. 
Bending over the tiny, prostrate bodies, he gazed 
attentively at their pale faces. Carefully, per- 
haps even tenderly, he raised them with gentle 
hands. Long he gazed at them and felt of them. 
Long the onlookers watched with keen curiosity, 
even as the villain gazed with fear. 

The youth turned, his eyes laden with menace, 
and said, ““Boys—these dice are loaded.” 

—Cap and Bells, College Mercury. 


Putting It Fairly 
Little Willie: “Pass me the butter.” 
Mother (reproachfully): “If what, Willie?” 
Little Willie: “If you can reach it.” 
—Gargoyle. 


She: “Have you seen the ‘camel walk’ ?” 

He (still maintaining a little equilibrium) : 
“Nope, not yet, I’m only up to the green snakes 
so far.” 


—Lord Jeff. 


Young Man with Angry Expression 
Father: “What’s the matter now?” 
Son: “I just received a letter from that corre- 
spondence school. The sophomores write me 


that I must haze myself.” 
N.Y.U. Medley. 


KATY + PYG. 


TWO PROMISING YOUNG MEN. 


—Wampus 
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“Did you see me fall?” he inquired. 

“Yeah,” said the stranger sympathetically. 

“Have you ever seen me before?” 

“No,” replied the stranger. 

The more than usual lack of intelligence among 
the students that morning had got under the pro- 
fessor’s skin. 

“Class is dismissed,” he said, exasperatedly. 
“Please don’t flap your ears as you pass gut.” 

—Froth. 


The Last Page 


Eagerly, devouringly, they gazed at each other. 
Slowly, yearningly, he reached out his arms, and 
then with a sigh, dropped them to his sides again. 

“No, no,” he groaned. “I must not,—I haven’t 
the right.” 

“Why, why?” whispered the girl tenderly. “We 
were made for each other.” 

And then they made for each other. 

The End. 
—Pup pet. 


Out with the Lights 
The Infant Terrible—If I wasn’t here the 
young man would kiss you. 
Sister (horrified)—-You impertinent boy! Go 


away this very instant. 
—Tar Baby. 


He—But—but—he might be too many for you. 
She (falteringly )—Y-yes. 
He (excited)—Tell me his name so I can 
thrash him. 
She—But—but—he might be too many for 
you. 
—Gargoyle. 


Bill—Jack says he began at the bottom. 
Bob—So he did. He —* at the foot of 
his class. 
—Octopus. 


Altru: “What a beautiful head as hair she 
has—it must fall to her waist.” 
Cynic: “More than likely it drops to the floor.” 
—Sun Dodger. 


Fellow dubs: What kind of a sensation does 
it give you when the woman you are with says: 
“Oh, I must be in before 10:30 tonight or I shall 
have to be in early Saturday.’ (And you haven’t 
got a date with her that night, either. ) 

—Lemon Punch. 


Careful Mother—“Johnny, if you eat any more 
cake, you'll bust.” 
Johnny—“Well, pass th’ cake and get outa 
the way.” : 
—Washington and Lee Mink. 


The Soph Cotillion 
By Gallery God 


Fourteen students were seen sneaking into the 
town’s leading clothier the next morning with 
large boxes under their arms. 

ne 

Our dress-suit was there, but not with us. We 
sat in the gallery and watched it enjoy itself. 
Two dollars more for Camels! 


The man who wore it was with a dame who 
came from our home town. We know how much 
her old man makes and she speaks to us apolo- 
getically. | 
* x 

We knew her about eight years ago when she 
wore her dresses up to her knees instead of down 
to her belt. In those days she appeared at our 
house usually about dinner time. 

x x 


The men she goes with tell me that she never 

likes to eat at home even now. 
* 

Astonished davenports said: 

them sitting like this before.” 

—lIowa Frival. 


“We never saw 


Dirty Trick 
Wally: “We're going to hit ‘Eighty’ in a min- 
ute! Are you afraid?” 
Sally (swallowing much dust): 
I’m full of grit.” 


“No, indeed. 


—Virginia Reel. 


Humility 
“Oh pledge, why didst thou wildly yell 
And strive to climb a tree?” 
“Because the week for us was hell, 
We learned ‘humility, ” 


“How foolish, though, a parasol! 
Why pants rolled to the knee?” 
“Because our pride was doomed to fall. 
We learned ‘humility, ” 

—Washburn Review. 


Marjorie 
They told me that Marjorie was an old- 


_fashioned girl, but I didn’t believe them. It 
watched the way she danced. Nothing doing! 


I looked her over—her shoes, her hose, her dress, 
her makeup, her hair. Nothing doing! I listened 
to her line. It had a day-after-tomorrow ring 
in it. But one day she sat down, and I saw the 
edge of a petticoat. 

Yes, they were right! 

Marjorie was an old-fashioned girl. 

—lIowa Frivol. 


Nineteen Hundred and Twenty—Twenty-One | ; 47 


ng 
«an. 


AB Bt 
bye 
— Aer Sie 
8 he AS eee 
ete RR i gE aoe ek 
ASS Rs hey 
Be a VT ee 
Ree ETS! 
ry ot bal 
ey, 
s 
= ‘ 
f e e 
¢ tity > : 4 z . ? 
. ; EN | - ty rhe ¢ aR " Pye ee io. " %4 ‘ ~ 
ae ge), z Si 3 ; ‘ ; : £8 ie Ee os 4; BAT a if sy Sy 74 
hg " ; ed 4. a. i ary < bo She ¢ ; ‘ ne : ey $ < a eS eae aise Fe 
“ ye fw ’ 4 i A ole i P) kt ‘ Lé aC ‘ t ! : ; ab ress the + ' i 
reg oP ae 3 : yj : ~~ . * x . ? + . 
a mca : is ‘ +: ee 7 By t te dy ity SAG aS, ; a 
iy ; ate : i 3 } ad * ee ea . 
3 abe. u ae EN: 3 Bian ere. MAE tee : 


Cina43— OH, CONSCIENCE, BE MY GUIDE! 


Sas = = SS 
a ye 


wi 


Ce estes ee oa 
ee ee ge = 


48 COLLEGE HUMOR 


Over to Uncle Henry’s 
(Abject Apologies to Riley) 


Wasn't tt pleasant, O brother mine, 
In those old days of the lost sunshine 
Of youth, when the work of the day was done 
And the time had come for a little fun, 
And the boys would trickle in, one by one, 
Over to Uncle Henry’s. 


Out of the sunshine of the street, 

Out of the bustle and noise and heat 

Of work, to the cool of the barroom’s pale, 

A long cool glass of musty ale, 

And your tired feet on the old brass rail, 
Over to Uncle Henry’s. 


And then you'd nod at Leo and sigh, 

And he would set out the glasses high 

And the ice and the little shot of gin, 

Selizer, and slices of lemon thin. 

How we'd nod to each other and grin, 
Over to Uncle Henry’s. 


Or maybe a beaker of foaming beer; 
Or if you were flush, one of those queer 
Mixed drinks like a stinger, or two or three. 
Those were the good old days. Say, Gee! 
Wasn't it good for a guy to be 

Over to Uncle Henry’s. 


And O my brother, so far away, 
This is to tell you he’s closed today; 
It’s a drug store now and we've got to be good 
For the Volstead Act has told us we should, 
And the only alcohol now is wood 
Over to Uncle Henry’s. 
—Claude Smith, Cornell University, ’o9. 
—In the “Collegiate World.” 


Fares please, mumbled the conductor to him- 
self as he slid a few in his oneway pocket. 
My goil’s there, 
I'll say she’s there, 
But after last night 
I don’t care. 


For she done me dirt, 
Yes, done me dirt, 
She pressed her lips 
Against my shirt. 
—Voo Doo. 


Yea, Veralie 


Reformer—Yes, brethren, I save men. 

Soph—Do you save women, too? 

R—Yes, I save women, too. 

S—Well, save me a couple for tomorrow 
night. 

| —Wampus. 


Landlady—‘T think you had better board else- 
where.” 
Student—“Yes, I will admit I frequently have.” 
Landlady—“Have what?” 
Student—“Have better board elsewhere.” 
Gargoyle. 


Rastus had just rolled out three naturals to the 
gaze of his brunette opponent. 

Snowball: Say thah, Rastus, Ford dem dice, 
Ford dem dice. 

Rastus: Whufoh yo’ means “Ford dem dice?” 

Snowball: Yo’ knows what ah means; ah 
means shake, rattle and roll, niggah; shake, rattle . 
and roll. . 
—Virginia Reel. 


Foolishment 
Our Willie pitched a cartridge up 
And on the stone it struck! 
We hadn’t bought his school books yet— 
Oh, were we not in luck? 
—Burr. 


Strictly Modern 

When I went home for Christmas vacation I 
found my girl wearing an engagement ring. 
What a blow! I felt disappointed for a few 
days, but one afternoon I met her and we talked 
it over. She convinced me that he was all right, 
exactly suited for her, a very good young man 
who brought her home promptly at ten o’clock 
each night. — 

That satisfied me. 

I saw her later. 

—Iowa Erivol. 
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Boo: What time ish it? 
Zee: Thurshday. 
Boo: Great Scott, I musht get off here. 
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Said the man: “May I caddy for you?” 
She replied: “I don’t care if you do.” 
O’er the course they did roam 
And were late getting home. 
Did they play golf? I doubt it. Don’t you? 
—Virginia Reel 


“T’ll be able to make both ends meet,” wheezed 
the butcher as he chased the cat down the alley. 


They say the country. girl ts shy 
And full of dignity, 

But, really, it’s the city girl 
That seems so shy to me. 


She flaunts a skirt cut rather high, 
And quite a length of hose; 

I'd say the city girl was shy 
When you refer to clothes. 

7 —Punch Bowl. 


On Friday Night 
She: “Oh, John, you’re so tender tonight.” 
He: “I ought to be; I’ve been in hot water all 


week at school.” 
—The Gleaner. 


Lounge Lizzard—‘She’s developed into a hop 
fiend.” 
Dilly Bird—‘What ?” 
Lounge Lizzard—‘‘Never misses a dance.” 
—Frivol. 


Pleased to Meet 
“You know that $10 you lent me.” 
“Not now, introduce me.” 


—Lord Jeff. 


are there? 


Could Anything Be Worse Than This? 
Prof.—‘What is a cosmopolitan P”’ 
Stude.—“Suppose there was a Russian Jew liv- 

ing in England with an Italian wife, smoking 
Egyptian cigarettes near a French window, in a 
room with a Turkish rug on the floor. If this 
man drank American ice cream sodas while 
listening to a German band play ‘Come Back to 
Erin,’ after a supper of Dutch cheese made up 
as Welsh rarebit, then you might be quite safe 
in saying that he was a cosmopolitan.” 
: —Burr. 


Reminders 
Reporter (breathless)—‘“Heard your cashier’s 
gone off and left you.” 
Bank President—“That’s about all.” 


—Jester. 


Rob Her 
“You had to hold me up to do it,” said the 
sweet young thing after the big, tall man. had 
stolen a kiss.” 
—Frivol. 


Lawyer (to lady leaving the witness stand)— 
“I’m sorry to say, madam, that there are dis- 


_crepancies in your testimony.” 


Lady (looking down hurriedly )—“Good Lord, 
Where?” 

Facetious Old Gentleman (to barefoot boy )— 
“Say, boy, where did you buy those shoes?” 


Barefoot Boy—‘“‘Didn’t buy ’em, sir. They’re 
home-made.” 
—Cracker. 
“Drink to me only with thine eyes,” sang the 


sweet young thing. 
“I’m sorry,’ answered Clarence, “but I left 
my glasses at home.” 
—Toronto Goblin. 


Deep gloom and difficulty was spread over the 
young stude’s face; the experiment required 
mineral wool. He scratched his head and mut- 
tered, “Now what the h—1l is mineral wool?” 
Then the idea dawned. He set out to shear a 
Hydraulic Ram. 

—Voo Doo. 


Yea, Shakespeare 
Incu—‘“I have a hen I call MacDuff.” 
Bator—‘How come?” 
Incu—‘“So she’ll lay on.” 


—Sun Dial. 


First Postal Clerk—“Aha! back from your va- 
cation, eh?” | 
Second Postal Clerk—“Yup, back to the old 
stamping ground.” 
—Widow. 
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Was a Draught, Too! 


Simp—What’s the earliest mention of finance 


you know of? 
Samp—Pharoah’s receiving a check on the 
bank of the Red Sea. 
—Sun Dodger. 


“This spring weather,” writes R. H. F., “will 
probably result in a decrease in the number of 
winter overcoats stolen at a certain institution 
of high learning.” 

Harry—I dreamt I died last night. 

Larry—What woke you up? 

Harry—The heat. 

—Virginia Reel. 


The Night Before 


Corduroy—Get me up at 10 tomorrow, sure. 
Rhinie—By persuasion or physical force? 


Corduroy—Oh, persuasion will do, I guess— 
I may not want to get up. 
—Crimson Bull. 


A MASTER OF ENGLISH. 


—Illinois Siren. 


“The doctor says that I have camel’s feet.” 

“How’s that ?” 

“They’ve gone a long time without water.” 
—College Coyote. 


Frosh: “I gotta know—” 
Frosher: “You did, huh? I thought ‘E’ was 
the lowest.” 
—Delaware Review. 


Dear Ann Circe: A strange man has been fol- 
lowing me home from work every day. How 
can I prevent him from following me ?—Isabella. 

Ans.: Let him catch up with you. 

_—The Teaser (Toledo). 


Teacher—‘What is the Latin race?” 
Pupil—“It’s a race between a Latin pony and 
the teacher’s goat.” ; 
—Widow. 


Porter—‘“Carry yo’ bag, Boss? Never bus’ a 
bottle yet. | 
—Gargoyle. 
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A forlorn man was brought before a magistrate 
for drunkenness and disorderly conduct. When 
asked what he had to say for himself, he said: 
“Your Honor, ‘Man’s inhumanity to man makes 
countless thousands mourn.’ I’m not as debased 
as Swift, as profligate as Byron, as dissipated as 
Poe, or as debauch as—” 

“That will do,” thundered the magistrate. 
“Thirty days, and, officer take a list of those 
names and run them in; they’re as bad as he is.” 

—Tar Baby. 


Criminal 
“Tf I should kiss you would it be petty lar- 
ceny ?” : 
“No, it would be grand.” 
: —Jester. 


Close Observer 
Say, did you ever kiss a girl in a quiet spot?” 
“Yes, but the spot was quiet only while I was 
kissing it.” 
—Lord Jeff. 


When a fellow is allowed to muss a girl’s 
hair he considers it a net gain. She considers it 
a net loss. 

—Punch Bowl. 


*Fore You Play with ’Em Any More 
Of all the games I love to play, 
There’s none like good old poker. 
I sit up nights that I may say, 
“At last I’ve got the joker.” 


My sitting up’s of no avail, 
It never serves to cheer me; 
It takes away the bit of kale, 
That once in piles lay near me. 
—Wisconsin Cardinal. 


She: What does “incongruous” mean? 


Penne: “Jones certainly has the poker habit.” 
Ante: “Yes, he even shuffles when he walks.” 
—Tiger. 


A. W. O. L. 
Captain, Sir: 
Squads east, about charge, on the flank’ steak 
. . . Excuse, I’m wandering. What I mean is 
they caught me. I’m in for the weekly drill now, 
so you won’t get so many contribs. Unless the 
C. O. is good meat. 7 
Fall out. | —Columbus Spectator. 
Charge of the “‘Limb”’ Brigade 
Half an inch, half an inch, 
Half an inch shorter— 
Whether the skirts are for 
Mother or daughter. | 
Briefer the dresses grow, 
Fuller they ripple now, 
While whisking glimpses show 
More than they oughter. 
Forward the dress parade, 
Is there a man dismayed? 
No—from the sight displayed 
None could be sundered. 
Thetr’s not to make remark, 
Clergyman, clubman, clerk, 
Gasping from noon till dark— 
At the Four Hundred. 
—The Log (U.S. Navy Academy). 


Barely True 
“Why do you seem so fussed?” 
“Oh, I always feel self-conscious in an evening 


gown.” 


“Sort of all dressed up and no place to go?” 
“No—nothing on for the evening!” 
—Frivol. 
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He: (Who has kept his hands in his lap all evening)—Out of place. , 
She: Could you say that your arms are incongruous? 


—Sun Dial 
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UNLIKELY SIGHTS ON A CAMPUS. 
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The Devil : 
Ack—Is that a deviled ham sandwich? 
Milt—Yah-uh, it tastes likell. 


—Chaparral. 


He—They have a trained nurse. 
She—Don’t they like wild ones? 
: —Drexerd. 


A Variation 
Mrs. Fox was bragging one day about. the 
large number of her cubs. 


“How many cubs do you think I have?” she 
asked the Lioness. 


“T’ll bite,” said the Lioness, and she did. 
—Columbus Spetator. 


Visitor—“And who is that poor inmate?” 

‘Asylum Attendant—“That’s a sad case. She 
was the bookkeeper for a college publication, 
and she lost her balance.” 


—Widow. 


Safety 
Prof.—Did you enjoy 
Arthur ?” 


Frosh—Yes, but I liked his punting much bet- 
ter! 


“The Passing of 


—Virginia Reel. 


“So you are going to send your wife away to 
the country for a rest?” 


“Yes, I need it badly.” 
—The Crow’s Nest. 


He—You remind me of an angel, dear, you 
are always harping on something and you never 
seem to have anything to wear. 


—Jester. 


They say whisky shortens a man’s life. 
Yes, but he sees twice as much in the same 
length of time. 


— Siren. 
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A Deadly Answer 


He (walking by a graveyard)—Wouldn’t it 
be ghastly if all the dead people here come to life 


again? 
She (yawning)—No, indeed! 
them would. 
—Punch Bowl. 


Oh! What is so rare as a day in June? 
I'll answer this famed exclamation— 
It’s finding a Democrat holding a job 
In a Republican administration. 
—The Mink. 


“Who made the football training table this 
year?” 
“Aw, they’re using the same one as last year.” 
—Widow. 


The Riddle of Life 


¥: 
Nothing to drink but water. 
Nothing to eat but food. 
Except for your hair 
There’s nothing to wear 
But clothes or go in the nude. 


Il, 
Nothing to read but writing. 
Nothing to bleed but blood 
With water and dust 
The best of must 
Admit the result will be mud. 


Lit: 
No one to love but women. 
Nowhere to turn but around. 
It’s hell to be married, 
But wait ’till we’re buried 
A few feet under the ground. 


IV. 
Nowhere to go but out. 
Thus thru life we are cursed. 
There’s nothing to do 
For a decade or two 
’Till life’s blue bubble 1s burst. 
—Octopus. 


She—What would you call a man who hid be- 
hind a woman’s skirts? 
He—A magician. 
—Banker. 


Two Veins 


The Misogynist—Away with women! 
The Would-Be Lizard—Wish I had it. 
—Record. 


I wish one of 


iinet rat tiny 


AL Aah hy 


Ce mi! 
ot afi bis iy gare’ eit em || 
At > 4 i ¢ at Y Dh dd be vy sah ~ 
ae tt F /, 


pel 


Hil, 


rel ith } ji 


“Do you see any good reason for following me?” 
“Yes, m’am, two of ’em.” 
—Puppet 


“How did Izzy satisfy his thirst after prohibi- 
tion?” 
“He brewed drinks.” 
—Lord Jeff. 


Your Money or Your Life 
The other day when I reached home 
I said unto my wife, 
“TT know you will be happy, dear, 
I’ve just msured my life. 
And so, if I should meet my death 
Tomorrow, let us say, 
A check for fifty thousand 
Will be yours that very day.” 
I knew ’twould make her happy. 
So I took her by the hand | 
And waited for her answer— — 
And she said, “Wow 't that be grand: ? 
Mississippi Collegian. 


They’re Off 
Eight O’clocker (waking room-mate) 
ten to eight.” 
Second Eight O’clocker (sleepily )—‘Wait till 
the odds get better. Then place it all.” 
—Widow. 


He tried 


ae te 


She—Help! 
to flirt with me. 
Cop—Calm yourself, lady, there’s plenty more. 
—Siren. 


Police! Stop him! 
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“What do you mean when you say my face would 
make a good hiding place for beauty?” 
“No one would ever find it there!” 
—lowa Frivol. 


Of all the pests that walk the street, 
I'd like to land a blow 

Upon the silly goof that says 
“Hello, Bill. Whaddya know?” 


This column would not be complete 
Without one James O’Toole; 
fe tells you that you've split your pants 
And then yells “April fool!’ 
—Fleur de Lis. 


“What would you do to a man who proposed 
over the telephone?” 
“Reject him on a postcard.” 
—Richmond Collegian. 


Chile: I hear Colgate and Williams had a 
swimming meet. 
Bean: Yes, there was so much foam in the 
water they had to call it off. 
—Brown Jug. 


Short—“What’s the matter with the Dean’s 
eyes?” 
Stubble—“‘They’re all right so far as I know.” 
Short—“Well, when I asked for my leave of 
absence yesterday, he asked me twice where my 
hat was, and it was on my head all the time.” 
—The Blair Breeze. 


An Inspired Lay 
Cousin Nell: “Suppose your chick should lay 
an egg, would you give it to me, Johnny ?” 
Johnny: “No, I’d sell it to a museum; that 
chick is a rooster.” 
—The Mink. 


The Ballade of the Student Mind 


I know Al Jolson’s latest songs, 

A dozen jokes on “Pat and Mike,” 
And‘ to which club Ty Cobb belongs, 

The proper bait for catching ptke. 
Yes, I could mingle with the kings, 

The master minds of modern thought, 
Could I remember useful things 

As well as I remember rot. 


But mathematics, rules and lore 
- And formulas that chemists find, 
Although I try, I cannot store 
Such things as these within my mind. 
And while some nonsense firmly clings, 
This needful knowledge is forgot. 
Would I could cling to useful things . 
As well as I remember rot. 


I can’t remember Gresham’s law, 
Or principles that govern heat, 
But I can tell without a flaw 
The reason Brooklyn met defeat. 
I know Jack Dempsey’s weight and reach, 
I'd easy rest upon my cot 
Could I remember things they teach 
As well as I remember rot. 


L’ENVOY 


Why 1s tt each new minute brings 

Fresh bits of knowledge, polyglot, 

Why can’t I cling to useful things 
As well as I remember rot. 


—Scoop. 


Fraternity Highlights 


(With Apologies to R. L. Goldberg) 
A shy, unobtrusive, somnambulent mutt, 
Was Percival Gibbon O’Raphael McGutt, 
One glimpse of his face and they all had enough, 
The co-eds all passed him as too dumb to bluff. 


But handsome enough to turn Wally Reid pale, 
Was Cyrus McGinnis Alphonso de Kale; 
His raiment was natty, his manner was neat, 


And he danced like an angel on Cyrus’ feet. 


The frat men in toto passed Cyrus clean by, 

He was left in the lurch, he was sloughed in the 
eye; | 

But Percival Gibbon, though built like a cook, 

Soon pledged as a member of Beta Nu Hook. 


The moral, dear readers, is simple, I’m sure, 
Friend Cyrus's money had nothing of lure. 

For Percwal’s father, the reason’s now plain, 
Had three cellars loaded with ’60 champagne. 


—F roth. 
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Yes, she will get the Freshman’s number. 
—Malteaser 


“That man can’t be imprisoned lawfully. He’s 


deaf.” 
“What’s the difference?” 
“He can’t be convicted without being given a 
hearing.” 
—Purple Cow. 


Life’s Little Jests 


(With sincerest apologies to Rube Goldberg) 
Jazzabo Mixmush Malloovelo Gas 
Amazed all his profs by his brilliance in class. 
He spouted them Hindu and spoofed them in 
Greek | 
Till they said, “He’s sure an intelligent freak.” 


Now Ramases Owl had his profs in despair, 

They felt of his head and they said “Nothing’s 
there.” 

And just when young Gas made the scholarship 
frat 

Young Owl, in the jaw, gave his prof a mean bat. 


Now Gas has a card index system installed 

To keep track of titles by which he 1s called. 
He’s dean of the college of Hindu and Greek 
For which he pulls down thirty berries a week. 


While Owl has grown rich since they canned him 
from school, 

For he’s got a punch like the kick of a mule. 

He’s champ and they hand him long green by the 
scads 

For using his name on hair tonic ads. 


A Fall Apple 

In a hammock in the orchard, 

Swung I with my darling Grace; 
There was danger of her falling, 

So I held her round the waist. 
Just above a rosy apple 

Hung quite fast upon the tree: 
“See that apple, dearest: Augus?” 

“Get it then,’ said Grace to me. 
So I swung the hammock ligher, 

Reached—Ah, it’s another case— 
For just then I lost my balance, 

And like Adam fell from Grace. | 

—Tar Baby. 


Kissing a woman with a pug nose is like trying 
to peek through a keyhole overshadowed by a 
Roman doorknob. 

—Pelican. 


Mother—‘“I think it’s wonderful to have a 
limousine lighted inside like that one of 
George’s.”’ 

Innocent daughter—“That’s funny, I never 


saw any lights.” ie 
—Widow. 


Nowadays when a man reaches for his hip- 
pocket, you don’t know whether it’s a threat or 
a promise. 

—Pelican. 


“My dear, I’m sorry I couldn’t see you when 
you called, but I was just having my hair 
washed.” | 

“Ves, and the launderies are so slow about re- 
turning things, too.” 

—Octopus. 


Gloom! 

“Raining Pitchforks” is bad enough, but when 
it comes to “Hailing Street Cars,” it’s pretty 
rough weather, | 

—Virginia Reel. 


What Fun! 
Judge—“I sentence you to be hanged.” 
Optimistic Prisoner—‘I love to be kept in sus-_ 
pense ; it’s so exciting.” 


—Widow. 
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One on Collier 
Geology Prof.—Please give us the name of 
the largest diamond. 
Stude (the morning after the night before)— 
The ace, doctor. 
—Tar Baby. 


Dangerously Il 
Prof: “Is Jones ill?” 
Frosh: “Yes sir.” 
Prof: “How do you know?” 
Frosh: “Last night I heard someone tell him 
to lean over and take his medicine.” 


‘'—Banter. 
Paulin has a weak back. 
How come? 
She can’t bare much—more! 
7 —Wampus. 


Juggs—Don’t you think Jones a fool for com- 
mitting suicide? 
Muggs—Yes, it’s about the last thing I’d ever 
do. 
—Brown Jug. 


New Co-ed—Do they wear those horribly short 
tracks pants right out in the open? 
Old Timer—Nope; they usually wear them out 
in the seat. 
—Chaparral. 


3 A Suggestion 
The Woman—“I believe I’ve danced with you 


before, haven’t I ?” 


The Victim—“I dunno; if you have why don’t 


you do it now?” 


—Chaparral. 


T’eacher—Do you like fairy stories, Abie? 
Abie—Gnome! 


—Tar Baby. 
Kutie—Poor Agnes slipped on her veranda 
last night. 
Brutie—Well, well, did it fit her? 
—Chaparral. 
Hard 
Prof: “Do you know the five methods of 
choosing the atomic from the combining 
weights ?” 
Frosh: “I know four.” 


to. 


Prof: “Which one don’t you know?” 
—Burr. 


Those Memory Wizards . 
“T know all the telephone numbers in town.” 


“How extraordinary.” 
“* * * Only I don’t know who they belong 


99 


—Jack-o-Lantern. 


DEALING IN FUTURES 


—Garyogle. 


Nineteen Hundred and Twenty—Twenty-One : 57 


= —— 
—S 
—— = > 

=~ 


* 


es 
ee 
SSS = 


™~ 


“That co-ed is the most economical girl I know.” 
“How come? 


“She pays $17.00 for hose and displays $16.95 worth of them.” —Collegiate World 


It Matches So Well Remainders 


al see you're wearing Jack's pin!” Reporter (breathless)—-Heard your cashier’s 
No. Oh! I am, ain’t 1? I’d forgotten I had gone off and left you?” 


put on my blue dress this morning.” Bank President—‘“That’s about all.” . 


—Siren. —Jester. 


This One Is Ris-k 


Pu love 4 the beginning of a dog’s life. 
Tee—Don’t you think that girl over there ait 5 8 


—Frivol. 
dresses beautifully? ——__ 
Hee—Can’t say; there’s a tree between our Virginia had a little quart 
houses. Of cider, hard as steel. 
—Chaparral. And everywhere she went, twas sport 
Squashed To watch Virgima reel! | 
He—My brother is exactly the opposite of me. —Gargoyle. 
I don’t suppose you’ve met him, have you? ORE GLARE AALS 
She—No, but I should like to. Rolled His Own 
—Record. Sparks: “When I was through the Cascades 
oo recently, I came to an unsurmountable cliff eight 
When the frost is on the pumpkin hundred .feet high and found no way to go 
And the fadder’s in the shock, around it.” | 
Then dad redeems his overcoat Dark: “How did you get over it?” 
And puts the Ford in hock. Spark: “Rolled up in my blankets.” 


—Octopus. —Siren. 
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“What sort of a part does Bill take in the play?” 
“A very emotional part. In the last act he has to 
refuse a drink.” 


—Frivol 


Any Co-ed—“Something in my heart tells me 
that you are going to ask me to your next dance.” 

Stude—““My dear girl, you must have heart 
trouble.” 


—Froth. 
“This hotel is like home, in a way.” 
“How do you figure that?” 
“There’s no place like it.” 
—Siren. 


The Sobbish Student 


By James A. Tobey 

Will you learn a little faster? 

Said the teacher to a simp. 
There’s your father over yonder 

And his pocketbook is limp; 
You have wasted all his money, 

You have whiled away your time, 
Yet you sit there like a dummy, 

Like a guy who’s done a.crime. 
Do you cherish no ambition, 

Do you foster no regret? P 
Why, hang it all, he’s weeping 

And his tears are dripping wet. 


Oh dear, kind sir, the student cried, 
With accents ltke fish, 

You do me wrong to pester me 
With things I do not wish; 

The reason that I cannot think, 
And stare so glum, ah me, 

Is that I cannot cope with 
The Einstein theory. 


So that 1s why I gnash my teeth, 
I tear my hair and weep, 

I will not study any more, 
Good night, I go to sleep. 


Ooh! 
Pest—“You’re charming, do you know it?” 
She—“I’m sorry I can’t say the same of you.’ 
.P.—“Oh, that’s all right! One of us may as 
well be truthful.” 


’ 


—Punch Bowl. 


Father, What Did You Do! . 
“My son, when I to college went, 
I lived a life of ease. 
I worked in all the stores in town 
To pay tuition fees. 


“But still I had a pile of time 
Io fool away in play 

And “go the rounds’ most every night, 
As we were wont to say. 


“I never opened up a book 
Or wrote a measly theme. 

Those really were the good old days, 
With college life a dream.” 


“But, father, did you fool the profs, 
And keep away from pro?” 
“My son, I don’t remember, since 
I left in a month or so.” 


—Jack O’ Lantern. 


Miriam—“Did you take the picture of the 
young man on the mantel?” 
Mildred—“Yes.” 
Miriam—*“Friend of yours, I suppose?” 
Mildred—“Well, he was before I took the 
picture.” 
—The Squib. 


Some hold hands like this —~or this; 


? 9 9 


DS 
Gl Be 


ae me 


Or this ; 


© b 


others, like this — 


but [I like to 
hold Hands like 


THIS 


Gere!ld F Perry 


“HOLDING HANDS.” 
—Gerald F, Perry, U. of Mo. 
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Advice to the Undecided 
By Miss Deall 


Dear Miss Deall: 

The other day I got married. My old man 
doesn’t like me since he’s found out that my teeth 
were bought on the installment plan and six pay- 
ments are still due. He also objects to the way 
I fix my hair at night. (I lay it on the foot of 
the bed.) What shall I do? 

| S. POOK. 


Dear S. Pook: 

My advice would be to take in washing to pay 
the other six installments and then have the 
molars cemented. As for the curly locks, you 
might wait until he gets to sleep before removing 
and then put ’em under the pillow. 

Dear Miss Deall: 

I am a farmer’s daughter and can dress any 
kind of a chicken but myself. I weigh two hun- 
dred and am fifteen years old. Am I in pro- 
portion? 
A. CONSTANT READER. 


Dear Reader: 

You are correctly proportioned—for a baby 
grand. You might reduce by jumping in and out 
of flour barrels for ten minutes daily, gradually 
decreasing the size of the barrels. As for your 
clothes—take the material to an awning or tent 
maker to get the best results. | 


Dear Miss Deall: 

I am the mother of thirteen children. The last 
three is twins with one extra—triplex, I think 
they are. The extra one has hair over his ears 
and is only two weeks old. I have a single baby 
buggy and don’t know whether to buy a double 
one and get the broken wheel fixed on the other 
or to buy a Ford for the three together. Which 


would you advise? 
MRS. KATE DUGAN. 


Dear Kate: 

Oh! unfortunate woman—what a plight thou 
art in. (That’s by rote and I simply couldn’t 
help quoting it, your case grieves me so.) I 
would advise cutting the child’s hair in the frst 
case, and getting the broken wheel fixed in the 
second, as the other kids would fill the Ford and 
not leave room for the babies anyhow. 

—Froth. 


Jack—“How does a sailor come home from a 
home-brew party?” 
Straw—‘T dunno.” 
Jack—“Souse by yeast.” 
—Phoenix. 


Simple, What ? 
“What’s the difference between a hair dresser 
and a sculptor?” 
“Easy. The hair dresser curls up and dyes 
and the sculptor makes faces and busts.” 
| —Gargogle. 


Snuff! 
—‘“Sneagle.” 
—‘‘Snotneagle, snowl.” 
—‘Sneither, snostrich.” 

—Burr. 


‘I gave her many kisses, 
But still she cried for more, 
And I couldw’t give her any 
For we'd passed the candy store. 
—Juggler. 


At eight o’clock we had a drink; 
At nine o’clock the world was pink; 
At ten o’clock the blow did fall— 
The whiskey was wood alcohol. 
—The Log. 


Scene: A couple car-riding. 
He: “My clutch is awfully weak.” 
She: “So I’ve noticed.” 


—Lord Jeff 
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SHE: Id marry you, dear; but how 
could we live? 
HE: From mouth to mouth. 


—College Mercury. 


Judge: “You have been guilty of petty lar- 


ceny. What do you want, ten dollars or ten 
days?” 
Guilty Party: “I'll take the money.” 


—Flamingo. 


She: “I like your cigarette holder.” 
He: “Why, I never use one.” 
She: “Don’t be so dense.” 
—Purple Cow. 


George: “They say that love is the greatest 
thing in the world. I wonder why, dear?” 
Georgia: “You’ve got me.” 
—Flamingo. 


When you tell a man something, it goes in one 
ear and out the other; when you tell a woman 
something, it goes in both ears and comes out of 
her mouth. : ‘ 
—Gargoyle. 


There is a cat in our home, 
And it is wondrous fat; 
It don’t have any kittens ’cause 
It ain’t that kind of cat. 
—Flamingo. 


“T could live on limburger cheese alone.” 
“You'd have to.” 
—Orange Peel. 


Wild West Etiquette 


Excited Tenderfoot: “Did you see that?” 
Alkali Ike: “See what?” 
Tenderfoot: “That swindler dealt himself four 
aces !” 
Ike: “Waal, wasn’t it his deal?” 
—Flamingo. 


Little drops of water, 
Which we used to think 
Were only good for chasers 
Are now the whole damned drink. 
— Siren. 


Alice had a little swing, 
A swing without a back, 
And every eve a different beau 
Would help supply the lack. 
—Jack-o’-Lantern. 


Customer: “How can one tell the imitation 
pearls from the real ones?” 
Salesman: “Ah, madam, you do not tell—you 


just keep it to yourself.” 
—-Black and Blue Jay. 


“That makes me feel sheepish,” said the young 
man as the vamp tried to pull the wool over his 
eyes. 

—Lemon Punch. 
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Oh! 
Teacher: “Some terrible things can be caught 
from kissing.” 
Bobby: “That’s the truth! You ought to see 


the poor fish my sister caught that way.” 
—Mink. 


He: “My heart is on fire with love for you. 
My very soul is aflame!” 
She: “Never mind; father will put you out!” 
—Widow. 


“Mary, are you going to wear an evening gown 
to the Prom?” 
“Not so’s you can notice it.” 
—Washington and Jefferson Wag Jag. 


What is the difference between me and my 
feather bed? 
One is hard up, and the other soft down. 
—Flamingo. 


Night Owl: Set the alarm for two, will you? 
Roomie: You and who else?” 


—Widow. 
She: Are late hours good for one? 
He: No, but they are fine for two. 
—Jester. 
“T hear you busted French 2.” 
“No, that’s all.” 
—Widow. 


Jane: “How did you act when you saw Bob 
this morning?” 

June: “I gave him the geological survey.” 

Jane: “In other words & 

June: “The stony stare.” 


—Sun Dial. 


“What is meant by an invisible blue?” 
“An invisible blue,” said the man with experi- 
ence, “is a policeman when you need one.” 
—Gargoyle. 


“I’m an atheist.” 
“And you don’t believe in an after life?” 
“Hell? No!’ 

—Yale Record. 


“Mary had a little quart, 
She kept it on her hip, 
And after every little swig— 

Well, now, I’m afraid we’re getting too per- 


sonal. 
—Froth. 


“I hear Jones has quite a stiff job lately.” 
“Veah, he’s been dragging dead ones down at 


the morgue.” 
—Froth. 


English as She Is Spoke 


Dorothy—Didja meetum? 
Heliotrope—Nope. never sawum. 
D.—Well, Helen did. And just think what 
she did when she foundum? 
H.—Wazzat? 
D.—She tried to vampum. 
—Sun Dial. 


Her: “If I give you a kiss, will you be good?” 
Him: “I’m always good for nothing.” ~ 
—Puppet. 


Tt ain’t no use, I’ve tried “em all. 
The drinks they serve are doggone thin. 
I guess I’ll go down South and try 
Some good old cotton gin. 
—Froth. 


Give ’Em Time 
’22—_How many men are there in the Fresh- 
man class? 
Also—About sixty. 
’22—Is that all? 
Also—Yes, but the rest will grow up eventu- 


ally. 
—Record. 


“Do I make myself per- 


fectly clear?” 
—The Junior Bat. Texas A & M 
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A Game’s Lesson 
(With apologies to Riley) 

There! little lads, don’t cry! 

They have broken your team, I know; 
And your great big line, 

And your backfield, too, 

Are things of the long ago; 

But childish troubles will soon pass by; 
There! little lads, don’t cry! ! 


There! little lads, don’t cry! 

They have broken your record, I know, 
And the glad, wild ways 

Of your last-season days 

Are things of the lowg ago; 

But Penn and Tech will soon come by— 
There! little lads, dow’t cry! 


There! little lads, don’t cry! 

They have broken you flat, I know, 

And the great big bales 

Of your youthful kale 

Are things of the long ago; | 

But VIRGINIA holds all for which you sigh; 
There! little lads, don’t cry! | 
—Virginia Reel. 


It’s the bird who steps out the hams who 
brings home the bacon. 
—Sun Dodger. 
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TRACK MEAT 
(Another version.) 
—Lampoon 


What Did Jane Think? 

Jack—Say, Jill, you didn’t know that I was an 
electrician? I missed my calling. 

Jill—How’s that? 

Jack—Why, last night, over at Jane’s the elec- 
tric light fuse burnt out. Guess who fixed it? 
Me—I—myself. 

Jill—Huh! You're no electrician—you’re an 
idiot. 

—Punch Bowl. 


Don’t Do It, Will 
Lil—Do you think we can get along financially 
if we are married? 
Will—Where there’s a will, there’s a way. 
Lil—But father hasn’t made one yet. 
—Medley. 


A Short Story 
As Mrs. Henna Henpeck opened the door of 
the office she came full upon her husband hold- 
ing the stenographer on his lap and caressing her. 
But she did not cause a scene. 
“How do you like working for daddy?” she 
asked her daughter. ~ 
—Sun Dial. 


Glass Houses, Etc. 
The prof. had written on the back of a theme: 
“Please write more legibly.” 
Next day—‘“Prof., what is this you put on my 
theme ?” 
—Tar Baby, 


Lives there a souse with nose so red 
Who never to himself hath said, 
“This is my last, my final beer; 
Bartender, take this nickel here.” 


—Squib. 


Right 
Mrs. Tattle: Look my dear. There comes 
Jimmy downstairs with powder on his lapel and 
rouge on his shirt-front. 
Mrs. Prattle: Yes. Parti-colored clothing. 
. —Purple Cow. 


| Talented 
A magician hailing from York, 
Inadvertently swallowed a fork, 
When they asked, “Does it pain?” 
He replied with disdain, 
“I digest it far quicker than pork.” 
—Burr. 


I wish I was a little fish— 
All frozen in the ice, 
An’ when the women skated by, 
Gee! Wouldn't that be nice? | 
—Scalper. 
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Stranger: My boy, can you tell me where I can 
find your daddy? 

Son: Yep, he’s down yonder with them thar 
hogs, but you'll know him all right, ’cause he’s got 
a hat on. : 

—Tiger 


Flivver: “What’s the most you ever got out 
of your car?” | 
Second Ditto: “I think seven times in one mile 
is my record.” 
—Orange Peel. 


The Good Old Days 


“There are no more enterprising young men. 
Why I remember when it was a common thing 
for a young man to start out as a clerk, and ina 
few years own the business.” 

“Yes, but cash registers have been invented 
since.” 

—Virginia Reel. 


Bullseyed 


Chappie—“What would you say if I were to 
kiss you?” 
Femmie: “How could I say anything—if you 
were a good marksman ?” 
—Jester. 


Sound Advice 


Ned—‘“Darling, say the words that will make 
me the happiest man in the world.” 
Edna—‘“Shall I really?” 
Ned—“Oh, if you only would.” 
Edna—“Well, then, stay single.” 
—Sun Dodger. 


; Good Riddance 
“Well, Margaret is engaged.” 
“Who’s the happy man?” 
“Her father.” 
—Jester. 


Down Where? 


How would you get down off of an elephant? 
You win. How? 
You don’t get down off of an elephant. 
get it off of a duck. 
—Virgima Reel. 


You 


If 
If flies are flies because they fly, 
And fleas are fleas because they flee, 
Then bees are bees because they be. 
—Yale Record. 


20th Century Architecture 
“Mother,” said Baby Lott. 
“Yes, son,” replied Mrs. Corner Lott. 
is.ite 
“Well, if I’m a good little boy, will I grow up 
to a filling station?” 


“What 


—Sun Dial. 


Squashed 
He—My brother is exactly the opposite of me. 
I don’t suppose you’ve met him, have you? 
She—No, but I should like to.” 
—Record. 


| Try a Coke for This 
Fritz—My gal’s sure handy with the needle. 
Heinie—Good seamstress ? 
Fritz—Naw ; dope fiend. 
—Sun Dial. 


Circumstantial Evidence 
Counsel—“Now where did he kiss you?” 
Plaintiff : “On the lips, sir.” 

Counsel: “No! No! You don’t understand. 
I mean where were you?” 
Plaintiff (blushing): “In his arms, sir.” 
—Voodoo. 


‘Snap To! 
“Liza, what fo’ yo’ buy dat odder box of shoe 
blackin’ ?” 
“Go on, nigga’, dat ain’t shoe blackin’; dat’s 
ma massage cream.” 
—Awgwan. 


Safe, If Not Sane 
“He’s wandering in his mind.” 
“That’s all right, he won’t go far.” 
—Virginia Reel. 
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Pl ac 


“I couldn’t think of marrying him. He said his heart was in his mouth every time he looked at me.” 


“Well, he must care a great deal for you.” 


“But I could never marry a man whose heart was not in the right place.” —Frivol 
Yum, Yum a. OF s. 
“One enjoys a good grind now and then,” said She snuggled closer, 
the humorous cannibal, as he devoured the vale- My arm 


dictorian. 
—Burr. 


Damages 
Ambitious Author—Hurrah! Five dollars for 
my latest story! . : 
Fast Friend—Who from? 
Writer—The express company. They lost it. 
—Brown Bull. 


All m the Types 


Pat—Kinda chilly out here, 
don’t you-——think P 
Patricia—Ye-e-s, it iS, 


Pat—Nowhowisthat ? 
. —Sun Dodger. 


Encircled her. 

“Do you love me?” 

She murmured. 

A kiss 

Was my reply. 

The door slammed. 

Her father! 

Ye gods 

My ear was caught 

In her hair-net! 
—Pelican. 


He—“This cold weather chills me to the bone.” 
She—“You should wear a thick hat.” 


—Octopus. 
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Aye, There’s-the Rub 
Is iswt the can that annoys the dog, 
It’s the fact that it’s tied to his taal. 
It isn’t your subjects that make life hard, 
It’s the number of them that you fail. 


It isn’t the time you waste on her, 
Nor the thriftless gold you spend, 
But the cold and unrelenting jolt 
She hands you m the end. 
—Virginia Reel. 


Preacher (to returned private)—“‘Well, Sam, 
I see you’re back from the front.” 

Sam—‘“Is dat so, boss? Wal, now, I suah 
knew I was gettin’ thin, but I didn’t think I was 
dat bad.” 

—Juggler. 


Olive—“What’s an optimist?” 

* Eleanor—‘A guy who cuts a dance with a 
Prof’s daughter and then expects to pass the 
course.” 


—Voo Doo. 


Barber—“How do you like the new razor, 
sir?” 3 

Victim—‘“I hardly knew I was being shaved.” 

Barber (flattered )—‘“‘Why, that’s fine, sir; but 
what could you have imagined?” 

Victim—“That I was being sandpapered.” 
—Virginia Reel. 


- Creak! 
“Have you been gyming, Bertie?” 
“Veth; and getting strong. Cawn’t roll a siga- 
wette now without bweaking the papah.” 
—Penn Punch Bowl. 


Black: 


“Why are you looking so worried?” 
Jack: “I just lost $6,000 in a poker game.” 


Black: “Good Lord!” 
Jack: “Yes, and the hell of it is, $25 was cash.” 
/  —Scalper 


WHO UNCORKED THIS? 
—Brown Jug. 


“His humor is quite contagious.” 

“How do you mean?” 

“Whenever I hear it it makes you sick.” 
—Record. 


“They seem to be making cigarettes smaller 
and smaller.” | 
“Ves, it won’t be long before it will be a cinch 
to put a camel through the eye of a needle.” 
—Purple Parrot. 


After an Hour’s Ride in the Country 


She—“Don’t you think you have gone far 
enough P” 
He—‘Why, I haven’t even put my arm around 
you.” 
—Banter. 


Pell—‘‘Mrs. Murphy didn’t appreciate the 
floral anchor we sent her dead husband.” 
Mell—“How is that?” 
Pell—“She thought it was a pick.” 
—Chaparral. 


Percival—“If you don’t marry me, I’ll blow 
my brains out.” 

Liz—“Oh, don’t, 
lungs.” 


you might strain your 


—Goblin. 


She—“T’m writing a little book on ‘A Thou- 
sand Ways to Spend a Pleasant Evening’.” 
He—“But, do you know that many men?” 


—Murror. 
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—The Goblin 


Sr.—‘“Are you sure this is absolutely orig- 
inal?” 
Jr.—“Well—you may find some of the words 
in the dictionary.” 
—Murror. 


Her (selecting guests for their wedding)— 
“But, my dear, we can’t invite Mrs. Jones—why, 
just think of her past!’ 

Him—“Yes, I know, dear; but think of her 
present.” 

—Puppet. 


Proof of Protection 


“Marion certainly must be a good girl.” 
“Why so?” 


“Her name came up in the barber shop last. 


night and no one knew anything about her.” 
—Punch Bowl. 


Won—Onur prof.’s sick in bed, today. 
Too—Thasso? What’s the complaint? 
Won—No complaint ; everybody’s satisfied. 

3 —Record. 


What Men Like in ‘Women 
Looks. 

Brains. 

Looks. 

Money. 

Looks. 

Flattery. 

Looks. 
Responsiveness. 
Looks. 


0 Aas Se ee 


—Jester. 


Sounds Like It | 
Tourist (gazing at a volcano)—Looks like 
hell, doesn’t it? 
Native—How these Americans have traveled. 
—Lampoon. 


You can always draw the Queens if you’ve got 
the Jack. 
—Sun Dodger. 


“T’ll marry you on one condition!” 
“That’s all right; I entered college ‘on four.” 
—Record. 
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SWEET DADDY 


Oh, her name was Irene 
And she wore crepe de chine 
You could see more Irene 
Than you could crepe de chine. 
| —Burr 


She Wins 
They sat upon the garden stile— 
The youthlet and the maid; 
“The stars above are not so bright 
As you,” he softly said. 


She lifted up her little hand 
Toward Luna’s golden light ; 
“The moon above ts not so full 
As you, my dear, tonight.” 
—Punch Bowl. 


A Man Among Men — 

“I beg your pardon, but are you girls going 
east?” inquired the nice looking man as he leaned 
over the wheel of his Packillac in front of a 
Green Street sorority house. ert we ee 

“Oh, yes,” gurgled one of the two co-eds, as 
she reached a daintily-booted foot for the run- 
ning board. ° 

“Thank you so much. I never can keep my 
directions straight in Champaign.” 

And the car glided away. 

—Siren. 


I Iong, oh, so much, to write of the aesthetic 
I possess beautiful thoughts and ideals. — 
I adore Nature, even thorns! — 
I am stirred by the classics 3 
Even ragtime quickens me and stirs my emotions. 
I am, what people call, a co-ed. } 
I am homely! | 
- —Pelican. 


But HE Did 


“And when I kissed her, I smelled tobacco on 
her lips.” 
“You object to kissing a woman who smokes ?” 
“No, but she doesn’t smoke.” 
—Jack-o-Lantern. 


They say that—A man is known by the com- 
pany he keeps— 
But—A woman is known by the company she 
keeps—waiting. 
—Awgwan. 


Promising 
Sadie—I notice that Clara has been playing 
around with just about anyone who asked her, 
in the last few weeks. 
Sue—Yes, rather prom—iscuously. 
—Gargoyle. 


So Are We 
This military drill 
Is really 
Fine. 
Builds the boys 
Up. 
Teaches ’em discipline— 
Really it : 
Does. | 
I’m for it. ~ 
I don’t have to 
Take it. 

—Pelican. 


Strategy 
How doth the gentle laundress 
Search out the weakest points, 
And always scrape the buttons off 
At the most strategic points. 
—Tar Baby. 


He: That fellow broke three records last week. 


She: I hope he does not play my Victrola when 
he comes to see me. | 
—Mugwump 
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O! Gosh! O Golosh! 
(With apologies to Longfellow) 


The slush and sleet were falling fast 
While thru a Uni village, passed 

A maid, who wore thru snow and ice 
The footwear of the strange device— 


GOLOSH 


Her skirt was short, the boots beneath 
Jingled like sleigh bells in their sheaths. 
Her face looked bright, still on her feet, 
We heard them slapping thru the sleet— 


GOLOSH: 


In students’ eyes she saw the light 

Of merriment, a shining sight 

Some look at her without a tone, 

While from their lips escaped the groar 


GOLOSH 


“Oh stay,” the sidewalks said, “and 
Thy foolish feet upon my breast.” 
The maiden cried, “The slush 1s ’ 
As in the mud she carefully presser 


GOLOSH 


“Beware the awful dateless night; 
Beware the stylish maiden’s plight. 
Lest you should chance to go astray 
And in your path obstacles lay— 


GOLOSH 


A Fashion Ging, he says theyre slick, 
Though I would not upon him pick 


Introducing Sarah Nell, I’d like to crown him with a brick, 
Pumpkin Centre’s Social Belle. And help him get up with a kick— 
See her ancient small town clothes, 3 
Braided hair and cotton hose. GOLOSH 

On Shipboard In passing, I will say a word, 


She—Goodness! What is that horrible noise?  Dom't take my song as if unheard. 
He—Why, my dear, that was nothing but the oy yself, 4 pity it 1s a bird, 
dog-watch barking at a passing cat-boat. ecause ate that most absurd— 


Brown Jug. CGOLOSH 
Going One Better —Awgwan. 

He: “May I call you revenge?” 

She: “Why ?” Give Him Time 

He: “Because ‘revenge is sweet.’ ”’ The kind old gentleman met his friend, little 

She: “Certainly—if you let me call you Ven- Willie, one very hot day. 
geance.” “Hello, Willie!” he exclaimed. “And how 1s 

He: “And why should you call me ven- your dear old grandpa standing the heat?” 
peance ?” “Ain’t heard yet,” said William. “He’s only 

She: “Because ‘vengeane is mine.’ ”’ been dead a week.” 


—The Lehigh Burr. —Tar Baby. 
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Who is this we now inspect, 

Coiffure perfect, garb correct. 

"Tis Sarah in her new attire. 

Why the change? She’s read the 
‘*Lyre’’. 


Chaperon—*Young man, the lights of this 
house go out at ten o’clock.” 
Lounge Hound—“That suits me; don’t delay 


on my account.” 
—Octopus. 


City Guy: “Tell me, how’s the milk maid?” 
Country Lass: “It isnt made, you poor nut, 


the cow gives ft.” 
—Cornell Widow. 


Anything to Oblige 
Old Lady (to newsboy))—“‘You don’t chew to- 
bacco, do you, little boy?” 
Newsie—“No, mum, but I kin give yer a 
cigarette if you want one.” 
—Flamingo. 
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Double-Crossing the Bar 


(With unconditional apologies to Alfred, Lord — 
Tennyson ) 


Sunset and evening star, 
So late! it cannot be. 

I must not stay here moaning at the bar; 
So just one more for me. 


But now, when I should surely be asleep, 
My lips are flecked with foam. 

Just one little night-cap, sighing deep, 
I reel towards home. 


Midmght and curfew bell! 
Please God the door won't slam! 

And may my muffled sleep conceal it well 
How dry I am. 


For though my gait is steady, there’s a trace 
Of you know what they are. 
I'd hate to meet my Father face to face 
“When I’ve been at the bar. 
—Lampoon. 


Co-ed—*“Did you hear that Helen eloped with 
a man from a boarding house?” 
"Nother one—“No, that was only a roomer.” 
—Pelican. 


This Is Deep—Say It Fast 
“Nice limbusine!”’ remarked the observant col- 
lege youth as the girl climbed into the waiting 


machine. 
—Sun Dial. 


°S no wonder I couldn’t find it. 
—Pup pet. 


“My car isn’t running right. What shall I 
do?” 

“Put some ink in the tank.” 

“What good will that do?” 


“Oh, that will make it right.” 


On Zulu Isle 
Johnny—“Mama, are you a cannibal?” 
Proud Mother—“Why, Johnny, how can you 
ask such a question?” 
Johnny—“‘Well, Pop says you underrate him.” 
—Chaparral. 


“Jack is rather attentive to that young violinist, 
don’t you think?” 
“Yes; she calls him her bow.” 
—Beanpot. 


Coedna—“‘We girls had a fire drill in the dorm 
yesterday morning.” 
Eddie—“Yes ; I understand you made a great 
showing.” | 
—Orange Peel. 
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Paradice : 
—Gargoyle 


The Graduate 
A haughty soul’s the graduate; 
Superior to you and me, 
He seems to lofty and sedate. 


A man supreme, a potentate, 
In realms of high philosophy; 
A haughty soul’s the graduate. 


He always moves about in state 
With potent airs of high degree; 
He seems so lofty and sedate. 


’Tis not for him to stop and prate 
On things beneath his dignity; 
A haughty soul’s the graduate. 


And with such manners, high and great, 
He struts about, that all may see— 
He seems so lofty and sedate. 


He’s smiled upon by gods of fate, 
This protege of powers that be. 
A haughty soul’s the graduate; 
He seems so lofty and sedate. 
—Widow. 


*‘Cornered”’ 
Shay offisher, wheresh th’ corner? 
You’re standing on it. 


“Is my wife forward?” asked the passenger on 
the Limited. 


“She wasn’t to me, sir,’ answered the con- 


ductor politely. 
—The Drexel. 


Incident on a Canoe Trip 


Ist Hour 

Harry tried to kiss me. I refused. 
2nd Hour 

Harry again tried to kiss me. I again refused. 
3rd Hour 


Harry says if I don’t let him kiss me he’ll tip 
over the canoe. | 
4th Hour | 
Saved the canoe, the lunch, and both occupants. 
—Frivol. 


Some Day You May Have Troubles of 
Your 


Friend—“Have you named that new baby 
yet?” 
Proud Father—‘“‘No, he’s a hard kid to handle.” 
—Burr. 


Student (lounging in the corridor)—‘“Well, 
how do you find it here?” 
Waiter—“Right down in the basement on the 
left.” 
—Vol. 1, No. 1. 
—Froth. 


Mary had a little waist, 
Now Mary wasn’t slow, | 
And everywhere that fashions went, 
That waist was sure to go. 
—Vol. 2, No. 1. 
—Froth. 


There was a girl in our town 
Whose leg was rather stiff, 
She limped into-a hobbie skirt 
And no one knew the diff. 
—Vol. 3, No. 3. 
—Froth. 


A Paradox—Doc Sparks and Doc Holmes. 
—Vol. 5, No. 5. 
—Froth. 


“Who giveth this woman away?” asked the 
clergyman. 
A man on the back seat, to himself, “I could, 
but I won’t.” 
—Vol. 4, No. 1. 
—Froth. 


Pastime Announcement — “Special attraction, 
Alice Joyce; Cast Up by the Sea, in three parts.” 
—Vol. 6, No. 8. 
—Froth. 


Thassal! 
“Man wants little here below”— 
A mansion and a bank or so; 
A car, some girls—the car to fill— 


An old clay pipe, a home-made still. 
—Sun Dial, 
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GRAMMAR 
VOCABULARY 


debutant—(daybutant)—a young lady between 
24 and 35 years of age, probably 35. 


Chartres 

Kiddy chartres 
Victoria 

flacre 

droshkey 
“handsombe” 
Ingleesh 

Vagone 

Chartres de dump 


A vehicle of transportation 


Bastille—an art gallery and aquarium 


LESSON I 


AT THE CusToMs HousE 


Madame X. has just come from arriving at 
the House of Customs with her baggages, pack- 
ages, bags of carpet, bags of Boston, clubs of 
golf, and cages for bats. An agent of the cus- 
toms politely thrusts the self forward to her 
accommodate and demands the keys of the bag- 
gages. Madame X. gives to him the keys, upon 
which the latter proceeds to unpack the baggages. 
He digs into the nooks and crannies, and sticks 
the nose into the Madame’s bag of carpet, quick- 
ly removing it therefrom however. The latter 
_ requests to know of the former: “Has Madame 
any matches, toothpicks, playing cards, calling 
cards, whale-oil, train-oil, blubber, farming-tools, 
lace, ribbons, underclothing, wools, cotton-seed, 
iron-ore, sugar, crowbars, or eggs therein, is it 
not?” He is such a polite fellow, that Madame 
X. nods the head in the negative and to him re- 
plies: “But no, amiable sir, although I however 
have 13 brass pins of the hair, 6 bottles of mud 
from the baths at Pilnitz, and several sets of 
winter tights....” “Alas kind female woman,” 
her interrumps the amiable agent of tax; “There 
is a drink tax of 3 napoleons, 4 1-3 Louis d’ors, 
7 back d’ors, and 2 carpentiers on each tight.” 
Madame X. immediately pays to him the de- 
manded sum and passes out. 


\ 


horsd’oeuvre—(as written) —a work horse 

vin blanc 

mont blanc 

—bronxes 7 

Coup d’ état—a hair cut 

tete-a-tete—to bump heads 

n’est-ce- pas—?Huh? Is it not? AmI right? How? 
She did? Not? Down t they? 

. Aren't we? Eh???? 

mal de mer—Stcamer trunk. 

Rheims (Rass)—a stone quarry 

boulevard—bowling-alley 

bebe—ginch 

Combien—(combine)—To buy anything—stick 
out hand full of jack and 
say “combine” 


LESSON II 
On Boat-Boarp 


Madame X. on mounting the boat of steam, 
makes her baggages be carted to her room of 
state by the Captain in chief, and after having 
powdered the nose, loosened the corsage, and 
donned the goggles of voyage, rises to the deck, 
strewn with passengers, whom like she have all 
paid the demanded sum of silver for transporta- 
tion. The boat of steam leaves the pier midst 
much shriekings of the uncles, cousins, step-sis- 
ters, and urchins, and midst much puffings of the 
engines and tootings of the whistler. Madame 
X. orders of the steward a bar of Peter’s choco- 
late of milk, small size, and accosts a near-by 
gentlemen thus: “Would you not desire a small 
square of this chocolate the most delicious, is it 
not?” “But yes!” retorts he eagerly, and grabs 
politely toward it. Madame X., however, very 
kindly breaks to him off a tiny-teeny morsel, po- 
liteness and hospitality being factors demanded 
and predominating in the perfect female French 
lady. She gazes out over the waves, billows, 
breakers, white-caps, scum, dead fishes, and peels 
of the orange. The sea becomes a beautiful Paris 
green, the boat commences to roll itself about, 
and Madame X., seized with another sudden fit 
of hospitality, places the remaining chocolate into 
the utter stranger’s lap, and tears to the boat-rail 
to see better the view and the flying fish. 

: —Purple Cow. 
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THE CURTAIN FALLS AND THE PLAY ENDS 


—Punch Bowl 


A Masher Meets a Masherette 


By Jas. D. Hill, ’22 
Baylor University 


Mr. Chick N. Chaser, notable in college circles 
as a lingering library loafer, thrust his head in 
the doorway of the English reference room, ran 
his eye over the aggregation of feminine beauty 
collected therein, and at last settled his gaze on 
the Sweet Young Thing sitting alone near the 
end of one of the reading tables. Entering with 
a tread that was calculated to attract the atten- 
tion of all present, he approached the object of 
his gaze, and, with the bored sigh of one about 
to pass into the land of research, he sank into 
the vacant seat beside her. 


There followed a brief moment of silence, in 
which Mr. Chaser opened his book with much 
apparent deliberation, but with pains that the 
Sweet Young Thing at his side could read his 
name on the fly-leaf. The opportunity was not 
overlooked. Which fact proved to be sufficient 
to temporarily bar Mr. Chaser from the land of 
research, for while he was still in the transitory 
stage, a suppressed sigh, mingled with the rustle 
of feminine clothing called him back to the ever- 
pressing present. Facing to the right he beheld 


a sight that made his manly heart flutter. It was 
the face of the Sweet Young Thing, peering with 
limpid eyes into his own. 


“Surely you are not the Mr. Chaser who was 
such a dear friend of my Cousin Caroline out at 
Alfalfa Junction?” gushed the Sweet Young 
Thing. 


“Do you mean to tell me that you are related 
to Miss Caroline Carbunckle!” exclaimed Mr. 
Chaser, so enraptured that in his mind the land 
of research ceased to be even so much as a the- 
oretical realm. 


“Oh yes, indeed!” continued to gush the Sweet 
Young Thing, “and, oh Mr. Chase! I just feel 
like I have known you for a thousand years. 
Cousin Caroline has told me so much about you!” 


’ 


“Yes, go on,” encouraged Mr. Chaser, so en- 
thralled that his spirit had already taken its flight 
from this earthly vale of tears, and was cavort- 
ing about in the ethereal spaces. 
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“And, Mr. Chaser, I just hope you won’t think 
I’m giddy, but I must tell you the truth. Ever 
since she showed your picture to me, and told 
me about how nobly you rushed into that blaz- 
ing house and saved Oswald’s life—oh, you re- 
member Oswald, Caroline’s little poodle dog— 
you have been my ideal of a gallant gentleman 
and a man of daring and courage, all rolled into 
one person.”’ 


“Anyone think you giddy? The very idea is 
absurd,” assured Mr. Chaser, returning to earth 
long enough to cudgel his brain in an effort to 
recall this act of heroism which was being placed 
to his credit. This he was unable to do, but see- 
ing no reason why he should disallusion the 
Sweet Young Thing on that score, he continued: 
“And as for saving Oswald’s life, it was the least 
a gentleman could do under such distressing cir- 
cumstances.” 


“Yes; you are acting just as Caroline said you 
always acted—so modest, and all the time trying 
to disclaim credit for a noble deed,” remonstrated 
the Sweet Young Thing. “But Mamma says 
that all heroes are that way. Gee! but I like— 
Oh heavens! there goes that horrid 2:30 class 
bell. I must go to that beastly old Zoology Lab.” 


“But Ill be able to see more of you, won’t I?” 
pleaded Mr. Chaser, following her to the library 
door. 


“Certainlee; I’m just a Freshman and don’t 


rate very many dates out of the Hall; but I have , 


an aunt out in town, and I can have just oodles 
and oodles of dates out at her house when I want 
them. And auntie would be tickled pink to think 
that I was cultivating the acquaintance of such a 
charming young hero,” purred the Sweet Young 
Thing, by way of closing the all too pleasant con- 
versation. 


Mr. Chaser was too elated to return to his 
‘book. Instead he stood in the library door, con- 
templating the Sweet Young Thing as she has- 
tened across the campus to the Science Building. 
He was brought out of his pleasant reverie by the 
masculine tones of his social contemporary, Mr. 
I. Hanga Rounder. 


“Some sweet patootie, eh Chaser?” was the 
remark that brought our hero back to worldly 
thoughts. 


“You tell ’em Cain, I’m not Able,” agreed that 
individual, with feeling. “Do you know her?” . 


“Know her?’ exclaimed Mr. Rounder. 
“Everyone knows her; she is the most rushed 
Frosh in the University. In fact, I have had a 
few dates with her myself. I would have had 
more but I got started late. But I don’t guess it 
makes any difference; you see I kinda got the 
inside track on the rest of these would-be lovers 
that pesticate her everywhere she goes.” 


“What do you mean when you say that you 
have got the advantage of her other suitors?” in- 
quired Mr. Chaser, with a tinge of animosity in 
his voice. 

“Just a little hand-out from the goddess of for- 
tune, I guess you’d call it. You see, her favorite 
uncle knew me pretty well, or at least she thinks 
he did, and God knows I haven’t the heart to tell 
ner different, for she thinks I am the guy her 
uncle told her about saving the life of his pedi- 
greed foxhound one evening when his barn 
caught fire. And now she thinks that compared 
to me, this ole Horatius guy who made that 
grandstand play at the bridge across the Tiber is 
a small spud when it comes to heroism. Pretty 
soft for me, eh?” 

Mr. Chaser gave vent to an audible groan. 

“What’s the matter?” asked Mr. Rounder. 

“Oh, why’y, er—ah, I was just thinking how 
much I’m gonna have to study before I get 
caught up with my college courses.” 


oe 


Can you see the pretty girl? 

The nice man can see the pretty girl 

She has dropped her handkerchief 

Will the nice man pick up the handkerchief? 
The nice man will not—he’s been pinched before, 
For the pretty girl is a lady cop 


—Sun Dodger. 
Silent Still 


Department store— 
He stopped before 
A girl with eyes of blue; 
It wouldn’t hurt, 
He thought, to furt;— 
She looked him through and through. 
“Hello,” he said— 
She cut him dead; 
Enraged he turns and flies. 
Behind him there 
The model fair 
Stares with her waxen eyes. 
—Sun Dodger. 
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Interviews With Collegiate Notables 


Tue HoNorABLE ALGERNON PERCIVAL FYFE-SMITH 


By Frank D. Genest 
McGill University © 


Having heard that the famous Oxford student, 
the Honorable Algernon Percival Fyfe-Smith 
was taking a post-graduate course at Harvard, 
I lost no time in making arrangements to inter- 
view him. I felt that the distinguished Oxonian’s 
views would be of much interest to American stu- 
dents generally. Consequently, I took the first 
train to Boston and was soon knocking at the 
door of the Honorable Algernon’s suite in the 
Croesus Hotel. 


In response to my summons, I was confronted 
by no less a personage than Mr. Fyfe-Smith’s 
valet, who would have made a fitting substitute 
for “Lo,” the poor Indian who earns his daily 
bread and oleomargerine by standing 1 in front of 
cigar stores. 


The valet reluctantly sidesitted me after I had 
convinced him that I was neither a trades-person 
nor an insurance agent. 


From the splashing sounds ‘emanating from 
the vicinity of the bathroom, I surmised that the 


Oxonian was indulging in his matinal tub. This‘ 


surmise proved .correct, for in a moment, the 
well known and justly famous London Cotillion 
Leader appeared. ‘He was garbed in a strikingly 
handsome pair of pale pink pyjamas, interspersed 
here and there ‘with orange colored polka dots, 
the whole being surmounted by the Fyfe-Smith 
family crest—a guinea pig rampant, bearing the 
motto, “Chacun a son gout—hors de combat.” 
The inevitable monocle graced his eye. | 


I arose. “The Honorable Mr. Fyfe-Smith,” I 
said rather inanely. 


“Hello! -Hello! 


Hello!” he cried, “how much 
do I owe you?” 3 


“Pardon me, Mr. Fyfe-Smith,” I answered, 
somewhat neitled at His misconception of my 
66 
visit. “Besides ~ a student, Pm a staff 
writer on the 


“A Pressman, eh!” he ‘broke in, “how awfully 
jolly! Do you know, I entertained several Press- 
man at the deah old Guvnor’s shootin’ box in 
Scotland last yeah. No end, fine chappies, what! 
what! Perhaps you know ‘Arthur: Billings, one 
of the editors of the jolly old Times.” 


“The name sounds familiar,” I replied, “but no 
doubt I am*confusing him with my pal, Tommy 


Hammersley, owner of the Glasgow Bugle. But 
tell me,” I went on, feeling that the interview 
was getting a bit out of hand, “what are your 
impressions of Harvard?” 


“Deuced fine coll, old thing,” he replied with 
marked enthusiasm. “I fawncy I’ll be as snug 
as the jolly little bug in the rug heah—rippin’ 
flock of profs—swanky old buildin’s and the 
odd flappah to tea with when the old bean 1s 
fatigued from excessive study. Top hole, I call 
it! Have a little nip of resuscitator?” 


“Thanks, old man,” I returned, “I only drink 
Y. M. C. A. cocktails, that is to say, a glass of 
milk with a prune in it—but carry on yourself.” 


“Thanks, awfully, old deah,” he answered. “I 
find it necessary to guzzle the odd one in order 
to offset the rigours of your beastly climate— 
what !” Magee oft 


The famous Oxonian having completed the 
act of guzzling to his satisfaction, I reopened 
the conversation by saying: “In view of the 
fact that you played considerable football in Eng- 
land, Mr. Fyfe-Smith, I feel sure that American 
students would like to know your opinion of their 
championship teams. I presume you witnessed 
some of the big games last autumn.” 


“Righto '? he exclaimed. “I arrived in your 
jolly old country just in time to see the footer 
contest between Harvard and Yale, and really, 
old fellow, my admiration for the helmeted young 
gladiators on both sides was unbounded. If 
you'll pardon my frankness, howeveh, I must say 
that the sustained noise from the audience got a 
bit on my ancestral nerves, especially the con- 
certed cries emanating from the Yellers’ Clubs.” 


“But my dear, sir,” I protested, considerably 
disgruntled at this disparagement of one of our 
oldest college institutions, “I am a member of 
my university Rooters’ Club and I might add that 
most of our universities consider that their cheer- 
ing organizations are the last word in cree 


“No offense, old fellow!” he exclaimed, 
offense, I’m suah. But it positively made me 
shuddah and all that sort of | thing to heah the 
chappies howling vociferously—‘Get that man, 
Harvard! tear ’em up Yale!’ I fawncy the Var- 
sity footer men must have had a bit of a tiff on 
when they heard these disturbing remarks during 
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the heat of the scrum—what! Beastly rotten 
form I call it. If you jolly well don’t mind my 
sayin’ it,” he continued, “the signification of ap- 
plause should be confined to a few vigorous 
huzzas, assisted by the sharp staccato noise pro- 
duced by the concussion of one’s hands, if you 
know what.I mean. To my mind your Yellers’ 
Clubs are quite reminiscent of a pack of blood- 
thirsty jackals seekin’ whom they devour!” 

Mr. Fyfe-Smith helped himself to another odd 
one to relieve his overwrought feelings and per- 
ceiving that the air was becoming charged with 
electricity, I tried a new tack. 

Pointing to a Winchester rifle standing in a 
corner of the room, I asked: “Are you fond of 
hunting, Mr. Fyfe-Smith ?” 

“Well, rathah!” he returned. “I was countin’ 
on pottin’ a few grizzlies in the woods on the 
outskirts of the city. How are chawnces on a 
good day’s sport?” 

“I’m afraid this is a bad year for bears,” I 
answered, “but I have it on good authority that 
the squirrels are on the rampage. I would advise 
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you to take every precaution, though, as this is 
the time they are looking for food!” 


“How .very extraordinary!” cried Mr. Fyfe- 
Smith. “I was unaware that the funny little 
beasties were really vicious. I’m jolly glad you 
warned me. In fact, it’s simply rippin’ of you 
to put me au courant with local conditions like 
this !” 

“Not at all,” I said depreciatingly, getting to 
my feet. “It is for me to thank you for this 
interview... Rest assured that students all over 
the country will be very much interested to get 
the views of so distinguished a man as yourself.” 


“Really old chap,” he protested, “I’m afraid 
you're havin’ me on, if you know what I mean. 
Don’t hesitate to give me a buzz when the spirit 
move you. Old Algy is always up and ready for 
the odd jollification—what! what!” 


With this hearty expression of good fellow- 
ship ringing in my ears, I took my leave of the 
well known Britisher, feeling that I had really 
accomplished something. | 
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Abdul-Bey-Rum, arriving home late from lodge, concludes that plural marriage also has its disad- 


vantages. 


—Pelican 
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“Oh, well, when my soles wear out, I’ll be on my feet again.” 


Auto Specialty Salesman—“This preparation 
will not freeze at ten below zero. Can you name 
any other that will act likewise?” 


Small Voice—‘‘How about hot water?” 


“T had an early ambition to be a good writer,” 
said. the forger as they led him from the court 
room, “and now I am beginning my first long 
sentence.” : 

—Frivol. 


Lulu—‘‘Serious results may comé from kiss- 
ing a girl just once; doesn’t that ever make you 
think ?” 

Lou—‘‘Makes me think about a second.” 

—Sun Dial. 


Felix—*“They tell me that your complexion is 
all made up.” | 
Felice—‘That’s false.” 
Felix—‘“That’s what they meant.” 
—Tiger. 


Abner—“I hope this rain keeps up.” 
Hezekiah—‘Why ?” 
Abner—“Well, it won’t come down if it does, 
will it?” 
—Juggler. 


Maggie: “The garbage man is here, sor.” 
Professor (from deep thought): “My! My! 
Tell him we don’t want any.” 
—Tiger. 


—Froth. 


“At your service,” said the burglar, as he 


jimmied the family sideboard.” 
—Goblin. 
When woman was made out of man’s rib 
someone pulled a bone. 
—College Mercury. 


“T asked her if I could see her home!” 

“And what did she say ?” 

“She said she would send me a picture of it.” 
—Drexerd. 


Robbie ran into the sewing room and cried: 
“Oh mamma! There’s a man in the nursery 
kissing the nurse.” 

Mamma dropped the sewing and rushed for 
the stairway. 

“April fool!” said Robbie gleefully, “It’s only 
papa.” 

—Foolscap. 


“T wonder If He Will Miss Me,” sang the 
young lady with the cracked voice. And from 
the balcony came the answer, “If he does he 
ought never to be trusted with a gun.” 

—Siren. 


Minister, in traveling motor at seventy per: 
“T hope the Lord is with us.” 
Friend: “If he is, he’s going to beat the 
Devil.” 
—Burr. 
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“A Familiar Air.” 


—Widow 


“Button up that coat.” 
“Yes, my dear.” 
—Awgwan. 


Captain (sharply) : 
Married recruit (absently) : 


“Good morning’, Mrs. O’Connor, and is Pat at 
home ?” 

“Sure and where are your eyes, Dinty O’Brien? 
Isn’t that his shirt hangin’ fornist ye on the 
line?” 

—Jester. 


Prospective Buyer—Is this mule fast? 
Farmer Haystack—Not entirely—his hind legs 
are loose. 
—Tar Baby. 


Frosh—Behold me in the flower of manhood. 
Soff—Yes, you blooming idiot. 
—Cornell Widow. 


Polly—I hide my head in shame every time I 
see the family wash in the back yard. 
Dool—Oh, do they? 
—Lampoon. 


Some old-fashioned folk are like chorus girls 
—they keep their fortunes in their stockings. 
—Tar Baby. 


Mary had a little lamb, 
It followed her to school 
She went to take a final and 
She flunked it like a fool. 
So Mary changed her plan, they say, 
And took a bull next day, 
And when she got her paper back, 
She pulled a nice big A. 
—Vol. 7, No. 6. 
. —Froth. 


“He courted his wife before their mactiage, 
and now he’s courting her again.” 
“How is that?” 
“The first time it was for marriage, and now 
it’s for divorce.” 
—Vol. 8, No. 5. 
—Froth. 


“Why are you so interested in the navy?” 
“Why, I’m a regular ‘C’ man!” 
—Vol. 9, No. 7. 
—Froth. 


Mary wished to be a cook, 
And tried to make some custard. 
The blamed stuff didn’t come out right 
And, oh, how Mary custard! 
—Jester. 


He eats his soup with honey, 
He’s done tt all his life. 
’Tis not because he ltkes it so, 
But tt sticks upon his knife. 
—Voo Doo. 
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Optomist (having just fallen over the cliff): 
“Gosh! but I was lucky to have brot my camera 


along.” 
. —Froth 
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Burglar: “Gosh! Law students. I’d better get 
out before I lose something.” | 
—Sun Dial 


Interview with a Vampire 
Waitress—Has your order been taken? 
Student—No; not yet. 

Waitress—Then what do you want? 
Student—I’m afraid if I told you you’d slap 
my face. | 
—Frivol. 


As Might Be Expected 
The Father—“How is it, sir, that I find you 
kissing my daughter? How is it, sir?”. 
The Suitor—‘‘Great! Great!” 
| —Burr. 


My Sweetie 
Her face is sweet and sweet her lips, 
And sweet her eyes of blue; 
And I fetch her bonbons every night, 
For she has a sweet tooth, too. : 
| —Tar Baby. 


Didn’t you swallow some water when you 
swore? | 7 


Nope. The dams kept it out. 
—Siren. 
In the Dorms 
Soph: “Hey Frosh—telephone!” 


Sleepy Voice: “I ain’t ’specting no call.” 
: ; | —Burr. 


Inconse—Does she dance badly? | 
Quential — Yes, if the chaperones aren’t 
looking. | 
—Pelican. 


Helen from Paris 
Now again, we pause awhile 
Lo regard the latest style, 
And we snicker. 
For our Helen, small and sweet, 
Going up the crowded street 
Wears the knicker. 


Though she’s pretty keen to see, 

We’re as sure as sure can be, 

Some will knock her; 

Some will say that she’s a sinner, 
\ None-the-less she'll still be in her 
Knickerbocker. 


. Ladies, who are lean and fat, 
Wonder if we've come to that, 
And condemn them. 

Lovely misses will not mind; 
And, as usual, you will find 
Helen’s in them. 


Helen 1s Dame Fashion’s lass, 
And we love to see her pass— 
And we smile. 

But she does not care a cent, 
She 1s thoroughly content, 
She’s in style! 


Helen dresses for life’s show, 
Cares not a fig tf people know 
She has knees. 
As for us, we're for the styles, 
They provide us all with smiles 
And a wheeze. 
—Frivol. 


“What have you to offer my daughter in case 
I give my consent?” 

“Well, I’m studying law so I shall be able to 
offer her free legal advice.” 


—Beanpot. 


‘; af T 
Miss Van Beach: ‘“What’s- your husband’s av- 
erage income?” viata 

Mrs. De Driver: “Oh, about midnight.” 


—Lyre 
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What does O. T. A. mean? 
Six dollars a quart for Rye. 
—Goblin 


American Visitor: 
Native Son: 


Her Lurid Past 

Through the perfumed smoke-wreaths of her 
Russian Ivanoff, she watched him; the clever 
smile on her lips giving the lie to the dread in 
her eyes. He tasted his French pastry blandly, 
with now and then a slow and exacting glance 
across the table in her direction. He was tall, 
immaculately attired, handsome as a Coles Phil- 
lips painting; his movements showing the pol- 
ished, wholly sophisticated cosmopolite. 

“To Joan!” He lifted his glass of White Rock, 
his figure erect. “To the sweetest and dearest 
woman in the world!” 

For a moment she forgot the fear that haunted 
her since the day she had discovered what this 
man meant to her. He cared! Perhaps tonight, 
it would comé she knew too well—he had ap- 
proached the subject that afternoon in the Merce- 
des—he would ask her to be his wife, and she. ... 

This joyful flame suddenly sunk to ashes. In 
her soul a sneering voice mocking, “When he 
knows of your past, what then? Do you ever 
think a man like your lover could forgive and 
forget a past like yours? ... %” 

She had dreamed when success came how easy 
it would be to throw off that terrible past like 
an old opera cloak; she had nearly made herself 
believe that he need never know, but a letter that 
morning had shattered her air castles. 

“T must tell him my past at all costs,” 
thought, dully. 

He was watching her now with a tender ap- 
peal in his eyes. Beyond, the midnight club’s 
members were dining the city’s most beautiful 
women—society leaders of world renown, and 
ravishing beauties without names, all belonging 
to the common sisterhood of beautiful skins. But 
among them all none was as beautiful, as dar- 
ingly charming as this woman opposite. 

He had prided himself on his taste in women 
—the tiny bit of rouge in the exquisite curve of 
her ear, the tasteful daring of her gown, the 
sophisticated perfume of her hair, the lily-like 


she 


skin of her throat setting off a string of pearls— 
his latest gift. | 

He bent toward. her impetuously. 

“Joan,” he murmured, “there is something I 
wish to speak to you about—perhaps you have 
already scented what I. 

The world reeled about her—she put forth a 
protesting arm. “No. NO! You must not say 
it until you have heard me first. I must tell 
you all about—” she clutched her ostrich fan— 
“T have had—had a past!” 

He did not shudder—not a trace of emotion 
did he betray. There was even admiration in 
his tones as he said, “My dear girl, I am a man 
of the world, and you a beautiful woman; two 
good reasons why I should tolerate any ‘little 
indiscretions you might have made when a child. 
Please do not worry yourself by confessions.” 

“But you don’t understand me!” she cried 
wildly. “If you did, you would not speak so 
lightly.” 

She tore a special delivery from the bosom 
of her low-cut gown and thrust it in his hand. 

“Read it,” she cried, “it is the voice of my 
past !” 

Silence, broken only by the rustle of the letter 
as he turned the page of the first sheet and her 
smothered sobs—she dared not look at him until 
he had finished. Then his voice, cold and hard: 
“So you have been deceiving me. For months 
you have been keeping me in the dark. Years 
ago, you belonged—before I met you—you be- 
longed to... .” 

She trembled j in terror at his words. 
don’t... 

“For “years you belonged to... .” he seemed to 
hiss the words, “to the Women’s Christian Tem- 
perance Union in Aberdeen, South Dakota. You 
were a member of the Methodist church, and 
sang in the choir!” 

She bowed her head. “It is all too true.” 

He became like marble. 

“T will keep nothing from you—TI have sung 
in the choir for five years—at socials I played 
with the Sunday School children. My real name 
is Myrtle Wigs—they call me Tilly sometimes,” 
she sobbed. 

He lifted his drooping head, and eyed her with 
a new light. 

She continued, “I shall go out of your life 
quietly. One can never overlook a past like 
mine.” 

_ He sprang quickly to her side. 

“My love for you is too great. We all have 
pasts, and they must be forgotten. Let us never 
refer to it again.” And thus speaking, he, the 
man of the world took her in his arms with a 
perfection of grace that did credit to his bring- 
ing up in the little white house parsonage in 
Bellows Falls, Vermont. 


‘“‘Don’t— 


—Jack O’Lantern. 
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FOUR OF A KIND 


—Goblin 


Shades of Shakespeare 


Scene: The castle. 
Macbeth: Dost pack a gat, minion? 
Murderer: Ay, that do I, my lord. 
"Tis a six-shooter, and I pull 
A wicked trigger. 
Macbeth: Good! Go thou, 
And bump off Fleance and Banquo— 
Murderer: Not so hastily, my lord, 
For I demand five bucks for each, 
And an eight hour day, 
Or I strike. 
Macbeth: What, thou varlet? 
Well, ’tis granted; Shoot well, 
Lest they escape. A gallon of home-brew 
Awaits thee in my cellar, 
When thy task is done. (Exit murderer.) 
I could not choose a better time. 
The police strike ; 
And the electrician at Sing-Sing, 
Demandeth more coin for each man condemn’d 
To die in the chair; I am safe. 


Ye banquet scene, Macbeth and Lady Macbeth. 


Macbeth: Ho, cooks! Ha, varlets! 
What hast thou for my starving belly? 
Truly I crave a boiled ham! 

Lady Macbeth: Be not angered, my lord, 
The cooks have struck! 
And Norah has left the castle, 
Lured by the wages offered, 


By the thane of Fife; I am alone and helpless. 


Macbeth: Thou’rt mad to say it! 
But natheless, hie to the kitchen, 
I’ll have a boiled ham, 
Or know the reason why. 
Lady Macbeth: Oh, lord, 
Qur pantry is empty, 
The butchers’ union have ordered a strike, 


Macbeth and murderer. 


And the stockyards are idle. 
We must dine out—but no! 
The cooks’ and waiters’ union, 
Have struck; and also 

The dishwashers’ association. 

Macbeth: The curse of death on the unions! 
Foul, misguided knaves who interrupt my plans, 
And block my path of success! 

I have murders yet to be committed, 
But my men have struck, 
All save one. Woe is me! 

Enter ghost. 

What ho! Is this Saturday? 

Lady Macbeth: No, my lord. Why askest 
thou? 

Macbeth: Truly, the ghost walks! 

Lady Macbeth: Thou hast been drinking wood 
alcohol, 

And art off thy trolley. Prohibition 

Will prove thy downfall. Thou drinkest 

100 per cent stuff; and hast bats in thy belfrey. 
Ghost: I wander here Macbeth, 

For I have no place to go. 

The gravediggers have struck. 

Furthermore, I am a union ghost, 

And were this Saturday, 

You would not find me here, 

For on that day, 

I work but till noon. 

The clock strikes 12. 

—Showme. 


The Speed King 

All evening Reggie had been sitting on the 
parlor sofa with Alicia, telling her funny little 
jokes and stories, and the girl was extremely 
tired of such nonsense. No doubt some of his 
puns and jibes were quite clever, but that wasn’t 
the sort of entertainment that Alicia expected or 
wanted from a beau, and she resolved to start 
something herself. 

She nestled closer to him, leaning her head 
gently on his shoulder, taking his arm with one 
hand and toying with his coat lapel with the 
other in a very protect-me-papa:sort of way. Her 
breath was soft and warm, and he could feel 
the rapid throbbing of her heart. She sighed— 
deeply. He turned his head, his lips parted as if 
he were about to speak, but—silence reigned. 
Suddenly her one hand dropped to her lap, then 
slowly and as if unintentionally a shapely pair 
of silken ankles were exposed to his view, and— 

“Al—Alicia,” he whispered softly. 

“Y—yes, Reggie—dear ?” 

“Do—do you know any good jokes?” 

—Punch Bowl. 


Quite by Accident 
Ethel (at seashore)—My dear girl, how did 
you get your bathing suit wet?” 
Maud—‘“I got caught in a shower.” 
—Tar Baby. 
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CLEOPATRA SELECTING A NEW GOWN 
—Frivol 
Father Goose Rhymes Soft 
Nursery Rhymes are out of date, Whatever trouble Adam had, 
And I don’t want to be too frisky; 
But it certainly takes a lot of Jack 


No man in days of yore 

Could say when he had told a joke; 
“I’ve heard that one before.” 

—Tar Baby. 


To buy a Gill of Whiskey. 


—Burr. 
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Assassinate Him 


“That fellow is famous.” 
“Why ge 
“He was the fellow who accompanied Sheven: 
son on that voyage which Stevenson wrote about 
in his “Inland YOmss With a Donkey.” 
- —College Mercury. 


CURIOSITY 
Has It Ever Happened to You? 


Broke, broke, broke, 
By thy spendthrift ways, O Girl! 
And I would that I had the dollars 
It cost to give you a whl. 


Oh, well for the billionaire’s boy 
With his fleet of expensive cars! 
Oh, well for the wealthy lad 
Who smoketh imported cigars! 


Broke, broke, broke, 
And royally trimmed by Thee. 
Now I surely hope that you stick with him 
And never come back to me! 
—Dirge. 


Rondeau 


That maiden blush, so dearly shy, 
Why doth it on her visage lie? 
That self-same color of her cheek 
Has been there most of Junior Week, 
And who may guess the reason why? 


Now should I whisper on the sly 
And set your mind at ease, thereby? 
The reason for tt do you seek, 

That maden blush? 


Observe, then, and you may espy 

Her gown, which is both low, and high! 
At which are daried, so to be 
Full many glances, long, oblique . 


Well! I’m quite sure that I’d, were I 
That maiden, blush!— 
—Voo Doo. 


She Couldn’t Get Away from It 


Fe—"Sweetheart, I know now that you love 
me.’ 
She—‘*What gives you that impression?” . 
He (glibly)—“I love you, and therefore I am 
a lover. All the world loves a lover, and since 
you are all the world to me well—you love me.” 
She—“Oh!! George, kiss me!!” 
—Voo Doo. 


Doings 
Spic—My fiance insists that I obtain her a 


large bouquet for the dance tonight. Is it being 
done? 
Span—No, you are. 
—Tiger. 


Two Is a Crowd 
Bill—I certainly did wrong when I told my 
girl that I admired her chin. 
Sill—How’s that? 
Bill—She started cee ie another one. 
—Gargoyle. 


Brown—Jonesy must know where there’s a lot 
of hootch. 

Green—Why do you think so? 

Brown—Well, he operates a machine in a 
movie theatre. 

Green—Yes? 

Brown—And every night you see him reeling. 


A Weak Line 
“Here’s where I prove an artist 
Without a brush,” he cried; 
And drew a lovely maiden 
Up closer to his side. 
—Punch Bowl. 


He—‘“Let’s sit out this dance. 
knee.” 
She—“Well,—er—just how game?” 
—Cornell Widow. 


I’ve got a game 
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Bum: “Yes, mum, I once graduated from Tech- 
nology.” : 
Lady: “Ah, and to what do you attribute your 


rise in life?” 
—Voo Doo 
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Lead Kindly Light. 
—Brown Bull 


Nothing Here 


“So you think the Salome dance lacked origin- 
ality?” 
“Ves, I do.” 
“What makes you think that?” 
“Tt was a take-off from the start to finish.” 
—Chaparral. 


Looking for Trouble 


Alphonse—Dearest, I love you alone. 
Annette (piqued)—Do you mean to say you 
don’t love me when there are other girls around ?” 
—Tiger. 


At the Costley-Plazure 


Bill—“Have a good time at the Copley last 
night, Jack?” 

Jack—“Well, it was uncomfortable being with 
Betty. Everybody stared at her so.” 

Bill—“Dressed too much ?” 

Jack—‘“No, but she does not smoke at all, you 


know.” 
—Voo Doo. 


Too Much of a Test 
Bill—“Just happened to run into an old friend 
down town.” 
Phil—“Was he glad to see you?” 
Bill—“You bet not. I smashed his whole right 
fender.” 


—Widow. 


Getting the Hang 


Man to Boxing Instructor: Is my son getting 
onto the ropes very well? | 
Instructor: Too well—he’s always on them. 
3 —Record. 


- What a Relief! . 

Robbie ran into the sewing-room and cried: 
“Oh, mamma! There’s a man in the nursery kiss- 
ing the nurse.” 

Mamma dropped her sewing and rushed for 
the stairway. | 

April fool!’ said Robbie gleefully. “It’s only 
papa.” ‘ 
—Foolscap. 


S’il Vous Plait 
A REFORMER’S unhappy 
And blue is his tone, 
For if he weren’t jealous 
He'd leave us alone. 
We try to forget him 
But soon he turns up, 
And says, “Shun Tobacco 
And quaff not the cup,” 
“All dancing is evil, 
And movies are vile,” 
O Mister Reformer 
Please leave us awhile. 
Life’s not so darn earnest, 
And pleasure’s the goal; 
Don’t bother about us, 
Go save your own soul. 
—Tiger. 
Scanty 
“What did you give your girl for Christmas ?” 
“She is fond of swimming, so I sent her a 
bathing suit.” 
“Was she surprised when she got it?” 


“You have no idea how surprised she was 
when she opened the envelope.” 
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—Pelican. 
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“Say, brother, anything good to eat under 


—Banter 


{ 
| 
iF 
ie 

i 


—— 


84 COLLEGE HUMOR 


Puncher: “How long will this play ‘Adam and 
Eve’ be in town?” | 
Huncher: “Until the leaves begin to fall.” 


—Awgwan 


Good Advice 
Old: “I’m writing to my best girl—what is a 
clever P. S. to add?” 
Older: “Please burn this at once.” 
—Panther. 


True 
When ice cream grows on Macaroni trees, 
When Sahara’s sands grow muddy. 
When cats and dogs wear B. V. Dees, 
That’s the time I like to study. 
—Sun Dodger. 


We Doubt That Statement 
I took my girl 
For a stroll in the 
Park. She 
Said 
Her hands were 
Cold so I held them 
For her. Pretty soon 
She said she was 
Cold all over. I 
Gave her my 


Overcoat. Now she 
Won’t speak to 
Me. 


—Record. 


Often Happens 
“So you have met my son at college, eh?” 
“Yes, we sleep in the same philosophy class.” 
—Burr. 


At the Baseball Game 
William—‘“Tsn’t that great. We have a man 
on every base.” 
Lillian—“What’s the difference, Bill, so have 
they ?” 
—Widow. 


Uncle: “Well, I’m a self-made man.” 
Nephew: “Huh, you’re a poor mechanic.” 
| —Burr. 


Hamilton—‘What sort of a place did you go 
to last summer ?” 

Hannah—“Well, one hair net lasted me two 
weeks.” 


—Widow. 
She Fools You, Son 


There once was a girlie named Maude, 
Who they say was a social fraude; 
In the ballroom, I’m told, 
She was haughty and cold, 
But alone on the sofa—Oh, Gaude. 
—Sun Dodger. 


Apt Comparison 

Sober—‘What’s this near-beer that they sell 
now like?” 

Souse—“Well, it’s just like having your girl 
throw you a kiss. The sentiment is all right but 
you don’t get any real thrill.” 

—Panther. 


At Once 


Jack (gallantly): “Marie dear, anything that 
you say goes.” 
Marie (quickly): “Jack.” 


—Burr. 


Sweet Kisses 


Prof. in Gvt. (Speaking on Woman Suffrage 
in France): “In comparison with other coun- 
tries, the Woman’s Movement in France has 
been slow.” 

A. -E. F. Back: 


“Not where I was, Prof.” 
—Scalper. 


p>. 


AT THE HOME-COMING 
’°89 (Looking over improved conditions): ‘What 


does it cost the boys here now——?” 


23 (Yawning): “Twenty dollars a quart.” 


—Juggler. 
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Etiquette 
“She is the greatest stickler for politeness. 
Why, she won’t even have a compass in the 
house.” 
“Why not?” 
“Because it points.” 
—Tar Baby. 


Once Too Often 
“I thought you said it was a case of love at 
first sight.” 
“Well—why didn’t you marry her.” 


“T saw her on several other occasions.” ( 


—Juggler. 


Reasons and Reasons 
Husband: ‘Why are you wearing silk stock- 
ings today, love?” 
His wife: “The gods see everywhere, dear, 
and, besides, it’s a windy day.” 
—Tiger. 


“By Their Works Shall Ye Know Them” 

A group of professional men had gathered in 
the lobby of the Claypool Hotel, and proceeded 
tc make themselves known to one another. 

“My name is Fortesque,” one said, extending 
his hand, “I’m a painter—work in watercolors 
chiefly.” 


“Indeed,” chimed in another, “I’m an artist, 


too, I work in bronze.” 

“Well, this is fine,” a third broke in, “I’m a 
sculptor—I work in stone.” 

Then the quiet little fellow who had been in- 
clined to keep apart stepped up, with a dry smile. 
“Glad to make the acquaintance of you gentle- 
men, for I have a common interest with you. 
I’m a college professor at DePauw,—I work in 
ivory.” 


—Yellow Crab. 
Startling State-ments 
Jane lived in a hotel in Fla. 
In June when the weather was ta. 
Which was lucky, you see, 
For she mislaid her key 
And had to sleep out in the ca. 


A rusty young rube from Del. 
Remarked to his girl, “I am quite wel. 
I’m quite lacking 1n grace, 
And so plain in the face, - 
It matters not much what the hel.” 
—Cornell Widow. 


War Products 
Mrs. Newly Rich—“Have all flowers Latin 
names ?” 
Botanist—“‘Yes, madame.” 
Mrs. N. R.—‘“‘Even the common ones ?” 
Bontanist—“Yes, madame.” 
Mrs. N. R.—‘Ain’t nature grand ?” 
—Burr. 


Cashier (with a groan)—Esther, I have for- 
gotten the combination and I am in a terrible 
sweat over it. 

Esther—I forgot my combination, too, and 
I’m pretty nearly frozen to death. 

—Punch Bowl. 


He Made a Hit 
Cholly—“Do you know, there’s only one prac- 
tical joker mentioned in the Bible?” 
Percy—“And who, pray tell, was he?” 
Cholly—““Why, old stick, it was Samson. His 
last joke brought down the house.” 
—Cornell Widow. 


“Delightful, these Russian ballets.” 
“Ah, but not these bally Russians.” 
—Harvard Lampoon. 


Hate 
Miss Triflefast—““How I do hate that Mrs. 
Goody !” 
Miss Ditto—‘Why, what has she done?” 
Miss Triflefast—“Told me I was showing my 
ankle; so, of course, I had to look embarrassed 
and stop it.” 


—Tar Baby. 


“What do you men talk about when you are sit- 
ting around the fireplace?” 
“Just what you think we do.” 
—Lemon Punch 
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Try This on Your Piano. 


th 
ail 


—Voo Doo 


Heard im the Library 
Chief Muffler—Why don’t you stop talking 
when I look at you? 
Ever-Cheerful—Lady, I ain’t no clock. 


—S calper. 
He—If you'll just give me one kiss I won’t ask 
for any more. 


She—Then I won’t give you one kiss. 
—Jack O’Lantern. 


“Go to. father,” she said, 
When I asked her to wed; 
Now, I knew very well that 
Her father was dead, 
And also I knew what 
A life he had led, 
So her meaning was plain 
As could be when she said, 
“Go to father.” | 
—Wampus. 


The professor was engaged on a knotty prob- 
lem, when his study door was opened by a ser- 
vant who announced: 

“A little stranger has arrived. sir.” 

“Eh ?”? . 

“Tt’s a little bov.” 

“Little boy? Well. ask es what he wants.” 

—Wambus. 


COLLEGE HUMOR 


1921 
Cop—What’s that on your hip? 
Eli—A gun. 
Cop—lIt looks like a flask. 
Eli (nervously )—I swear to God it’s a gun. 
—kecord. 


Soph—You want to keep your eyes open 
around here today. 
Fresh—What for? 
Soph—Because people would think you are a 
damn fool if you go around with them shut. 
—Pelican. 


We editors may dig and toil 
Tull our finger tips are sore, 
But some poor fish is sure to say, 
“I’ve heard that joke before.” 
—Penn Punch Boul. 


Though college days 
Have their delights 
They cawt compare 
With college nights. 
—Widow. 


Tick—“My brave man, you saved my life. 
Here’s a dollar for you.” 
“Wait a minute, mister, here’s ninety. cents 
change.” 
—Sun Dodger. 


Fresh (at barber shop)—Say, barber, how long 
will I have to wait for a shave?” 
Barber (stroking his chin)—About two years, 
sonny. 
—Tar Baby. 


Mary has a little lamb, 
A little cocktail, too, 
They bundled Mary up and said, 
“My gracious, what a stew!” 
—Trivol. 


The Eskimos sleep in bearskins 

Up in the North, I’m told. 

Last night I slept in my bare skin 

And dil a hell of a cold. 
—Orange Peel. 


_ Deprivation 
Milly—*“What happens to the man who is too 
honest to steal ?” 
Billy—“He never gets any kisses.” 
oe —Judge. 


Scene 
She 1s stopping at the mountain house 
But great seclusion seeks; 
She always dresses in the dark 
Because the mountain beaks. 
—Jester. 
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SHADOWS OF THE PAWST. 
(Oh! ain’t it awful, Archie?) 


— 


—Virginia Reel 


Ambition 

The rival candidates were stumping the state, 
and one found fault with the other’s lack of 
energy 

“Ladies and Gentlemen,” he said, “my op- 
ponent is actually so lazy that there is really only 
one position he is fit to fill.” 

“What is that?” he was challenged. 

“Pork inspector of the City of Jerusalem.” 

—Wag Jag. 


Hand Tailored 
“Madge, just look at your waist. 
rumpled.” 
Why dearie, its just been pressed.” 
—Juggler. 


It’s. all 


Lest They Forget 
“The favors the boys gave us at the house 
party were these small silver loving cups.” 
“Howzat! Loving cups for remembrances.” 
—Wag-Jag. 


That’s Tellin’ Her 
‘Burglar (to distracted lady )—“Here, put this 
gat next to yer dome an’ if ye make the slightest 
noise—shoot yerself.”’ 
| —Mercury. 


Echoes from the State Penn 
“Yes, father lived longer than we thought he 


would—the power plant broke down.” 
—Froth. 
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“Ain’t got nuthin’ on me!” 


—Panther 


Chivalry 
He knew she would thank him not 
He cared not for her scorn 
He offered her his street car seat 
To keep her off his corn. 
—Juggler. 


A Life Study 


Artist—“How do you like my picture of an 


Arabian donkey ?” © 
Admirer—“Marvelous! You have put so 
much of yourself into it.” 
—Virginia Reel. 


Misplaced Compliment 
Pell—Mrs. Murphy didn’t appreciate the floral 
anchor we sent her dead husband. 
Mell—How is that? | 
Pell—She thought it was a pick. 
Chaparral. 


Necks Are Not Legs! 
“Follow the Arrow and 
Follow the style.” 
It’s all right for linen, but 
Not silk or lisle. 
| —Octopus. 


Nor in Their Coats 
D’ye hear the latest fashion note? 
No, what is it? : 
There won’t be any change in men’s trousers 
after the Prom. 
—Bean Pot. 


Poly. Sci 54 
Absent-mainded law prof., recently retired from 
the bench: 
“Now, have the prisoners anything to say be- 
fore I pass out the examination questions ?” 
—Phoenix. 


At That, She’s Right 
Dorothy—“Why can’t you catch a ball like a 
man P” 
Big Sister—“Oh, men are bigger and easier 
to catch.” 
—Sun Dodger. 


Capping the Climax 
Father (to son returning home from college) 
—‘“Now, my son, what was the hardest thing 
you learned to do at college ?” 
Modest Son—“How to open beer bottles with 
a half dollar.” 
—Chaparral. 


First Undertaker—“Gee, I just had a stilt 
drink.” 

Second Undertaker—“Haig and Haig?” 

First Undertaker—“No, embalming fluid.” 


Thoughts on Viewing a Futurist Painting 
A wuggled flower druzed in her hand, 
It grew im some far dozig land; 
But sorbig without thought or will 
There sat the dreamy puppies still. 


—WJester. 
We'd Like to Meet Dick 
“Strange, Dick likes Gladys so.” 
“Why, she’s not bad.” 
“That’s what makes it so strange.” 
—Brown Jug. 


Butter 


They never met but once, 
They never met again, 
For she was a simple Jersey cow 
And he was a railroad train. 
—Jester. 


He—‘“‘Where did you do most of your skating 
when learning ?” 
She—‘“T think you’re horrid.” 
—Froth. 
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Key-vet A Heavy One 
Prude—“How did you feel when you made Jim—“I hear Mary has entered the movie 
Phi Beta Kappa?” photograph contest.” 
Stude—“All keyed up.” John—‘“She has a fat chance.” 
—Sun Dial. —Juggler. 
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Athletics offer a big field for the student 


WHY WE COME TO COLLEGE. 
—Dodo 
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The Associated Press. 
—Sun Dial. 


She (in the canoe)—“Don’t you think we 
ought to hug the shore?” 
He (ambitiously )}—“Why the shore?” 
| —Brown Jug. 


Here, Too 


27 _-Does the moon affect the tide here?” 
"23—“‘No, the untied.” 


—Brown Jug. 


Yes, Indeed 
“Hey, Jack, get out of bed there. You’re go- 
ing to church, aren’t you ?” 
_ Jack (still in bed)—“Not going this morning. 
Answer for me, will you?” 
—Punch Bowl. 


“Did these articles belong to your roomer?” 
asked the detective of the landlady. “A button, 
three cents, and a receipted bill.” 

“A receipted bill? Then it ain’t him.” 

“Hey you fellows! Cut out that talking until 
I finish this essay on ‘How to Concentrate!’ ” 

—Gargoyle. 


Right! 

Professor (endeavoring to impress on class the 
definition of a cynic): “Young man, what would 
you call a man who pretends to know every- 
thing ?” 

Senior: “A professor!” 


Dora—“How did you vote, dear?” 
Flora—“In my brown suit and squirrel toque.” 
—Stren. 


An Orphan 

“Say, waiter, is this an incubator chicken? It 
tastes like it.” 

“T don’t know, sir.” 

“It must be. Any chicken that has had a 
mother could never get as tough as this one 
is.” 

—Wampus. 


For the Commerce Students 


“What salary do you expect?” asked the pros- 
pective employer. .< 
“At first,” was the modest student’s reply, “just 
enough to live on.” 
“You expect too much. I can’t use you.” 
—Juggler. 


But They Can Row 


“I saw Ethel on crutches today; what’s the 
trouble ?” 
“She insisted on going to a dance with an 
Ag.” 
—Juggler. 


H. C. L. Again 


Judge—“So you were formerly a college pro- 
fessor?” 
Suspect—“Yes, but for the past five years I 
have been earning my living.” 
—Froth. 


Peace and Prosperity 
“Yes, the world is getting tame,” replied the 
Civil War veteran, “back in ’61 they fought for 
the Union, but now the most they do is to strike 
for it.” 
—Jester. 


“I lofe you, Cinthia; will you marry me?” 
“Oh, Squire! This is so seldom!” 


—Hum Bug 
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A girl walked by the target range, 
The soldiers were entranced. 

In fact, she was so beautiful, 
The bullets even glanced. 


—Sun Dodger 


There’s Milk in This — 
I’ve never seen:a purple cow, 
And never hope.to see one. 
But by the purple milk we get, 
—.L’m sure that there must be one. 
let —Chaparral. 


Fair Damsel (watching pole vault)—‘“Just 
think how much higher he could go if he didn’t 
have to carry that stick.” 

—Jack O’Lantern. 


A’ New Version ~— 

Exe—"T’ve been left a’ fortune by my uncle 
providing I don’t marry.” 

Wye—“But, how are you going to resist the 
temptation ?” : 

Exe—“Easy enough. I’m going to a college 
where they save co-education.’ ’ 3 

OSE —Gargoyle. 


7 *‘Honi Soit”’ 
Jack—Didn’t you see me down-town yester- 
day? I saw you twice. 
Jacqueline—I never notice people in that con- 
dition.. 3 
—Jester. 


Oh Dear! 


“T never met a dearer girl.” 
“Yeah, I spent a lot of money on her myself.” 
—Gargoyle. 


| Just So! 
He—“Let’s kiss and make up.” 


She—“If your careful I won’t have to.” 
—Gargoyle. 


~ Reminiscence 
“Silence,” says the alumnus, “is the college yell 


of the school of experience.” 
« —Lehigh Burr. 
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“Why did he go to the dance without an invitation?” 
“To see why he wasn’t invited.” 
—Record 


Prof. in Govt. (speaking on woman suffrage 
in France): “In comparison with other coun- 
tries, the woman’s movement in France has been 
very slow.” 

A. E. F. Buck: “Not where I was, Prof.” 


—Texas Scalper. 


She: “Did you meet any stage robbers while 
you were out west?” 
He: “Yes, I took a couple of chorus girls out 
to dinner.” 
—Michigan Gargoyle. 


“Cling to me, pretty Ivy,” 
He whispered in accents thick. 
“T certainly will,” she answered, 
“Archie, you’re a brick.” 
—Michigan Gargoyle. 


Terry: “That girl treats me like a dog.” 
Sherry: “Yes, she has had you on a string for 
a long time.” 


—Stanford Chaparral. 


Ah, Yes—Nut Season! 


The frost is on the pumpkin, 
The corn is on the cob 

The bath 1s in the bathtub, 

The door 1s on the knob. 


—Pelican. 
Heard on the Campus 
“Get any mail today, Jack?” 
“Naw, not a cent.” 
? —Gargoyle. 


Legislature Please Read 


“Good day, madam, I am a cast off clothing 
dealer.” 

Prof.’s Wife—“Good! Have you anything to 
fit my husband?” 


—Widow. 


_ These Are Always Good 
Mrs. Jones (irately)—‘“Anyway, what would 


you be now if it wasn’t for my money?” 


Jones—“Single, my dear.” 
—Chaparral. 


Definition . 
An optimist is a man going up the river with 
a canoe, a girl, a basket, a blanket and a couple 
of pillows. 
A pessimist is the same man coming back. 
rf —lIowa Frivol. 


Th’ Limit 
She was so bow-legged she could wear a pair 
of parenthesis for stockings! | 
. —lIowa Frivol. 


‘ Why! Oh Why? 
Sympathetic One—Yes, in a battle of tongues, 
your wife can always hold her own. 
“Well, then, why doesn’t she?” 
—Purple Cow. 


“What's the latest news, Larry?” 
: oo not reading the news. Ah’s lookin’ for a 
jo »”? 

“But dat’s the female column.” 

“Well ain’t ma wife a female?” 


—Medley 
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THE EVILS OF THE SCREEN. 


—Punch Bowl 


“May 1?” 
“There goes a popular girl.” 
““Zasso ?” 
“She stutters terribly when she says ‘No.’”’ 


—Octopus. 


Circumstantial Evidence 


Frat—We have a new dish-washer at the 
house. 

Frater—How so? 

Frat—I noticed the difference in the finger 


prints on my plate. 
—Froth. 


Rock-a-by Baby 
Oh—he meets her in the parlor 
When the golden day 1s done— 
Two forms with but one rocking char, 


Two hearts that rock as one. 
_—F roth. 


Nothing to Blow About 
lst Co-ed—Beck’s face is her fortune. 
2nd Co-ed—Looks as if she had inherited a 


powder mill. 
—Panther. 


Bank Shot? 


“I can’t play billiards in the winter time at 
all.” 
“Why not?” 
“Every time I get to knocking those three balls 
around it reminds me of my overcoat.” 
—Gargoyle. 


Worth While 


Minister—So you are coming from Sunday 
school, my lad. And did you profit by going 
there? 

Little Willie—Yes, sir; I won three cents 
matching pennies. 

—Sun Dial. 


Ohm I 
Electrician’s Wife (to incoming spouse)— 
Watt’s the meter? Wire you insulate? 
Elec—Sh! Couple’a vamperes, m’dear. 
—Wag Jag. 


Bob (who is engaged)—Helen, I hate the 
length of your skirt. 
Helen—I’m sorry, Bob, but I couldn’t possibly 
shorten it any more. 
—Octopus. 
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She: Go over and tell John I can’t dance with 
him, that I’ve a headache. 
He: I won’t let you use the males to defraud. 
 —Octopus 


Poor Fellow 
“He looks like he’s lost his grip.” 
“He did—with four quarts in it.” 
—Sun Dodger. 


-She—I wish you’d look the other way. 
Young Brother—He can’t help the way he 
looks. | 


—Sun Dial. 


“How’d you hurt your lip?” 
“Mabel’s fault, darn her. She ducked, and I 
hit it on the door.” 
—Sun Dodger. 


Optimism 
He—I’m having tough luck. Just broke my 
new glasses. 
Ditto—Well, can’t you drink it out of the 
bottle? 


—Octopus. 


5] 


“I beg your pardon,’ 
governor passed his cell. 


said the convict, as the 
—Virginia Reel. 
“Have some trouble ?” 


“No, thanks; just had some.” 
—Lemon Punch. 


The Infant Terrible—If I wasn’t here the 

young man would kiss you. 
Sister (horrified)—You impertinent boy! Go 
away this very instant. 
| —Tar Baby. 


| Janice—Did your uncle ever keep a saloon? 
Almond—Well, not all alone—but he did his 
share. 


First Maiden Lady—Do you prefer the Gre- 
cian school of ballet dancing to the Russian? 

Second M. L.—Well, my dear, the Russian at 
least wear beards. 


—Puppet. 


Little drops of water 
Mixed tn with the milk 
Keep the milkman’s daughter 
Clad in swishing silk. 
| —Tiger. 


Too Funny for Words! 


Ella—Jack’s new moustache makes me laugh. 
Della—Yes, it tickles me, too! 
| —Drexerd. 


She—Stand away from that post, there’s paint 
on it. 

He—Oh, I thought that was your face I was 
smelling. 


—Frivol. 


Chorus Girl—Alas, alas, I am undone! 
Companion—It’s all right, sister ; it don’t show 
none. 


—Virginia Reel. 


The old gray mare finds nothing on it when milady 
wears a new gray bonnet. 3 
—Chaparral 
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SIGNS OF SPRING. 


Prof. (to student entering ten minutes late) 
—When were you born? 
Stude—The second of April, sir. 


Prof.—Late again. 
—Lord Jeff. 


“A little hair tonic, sir?” 
“Yes, I'll take a glass.” 
—Voo Doo. 


Funeral Tomorrow 
“Willie, what are you crying for now?” 
“Bawww! Johnny says his father kin make 
better home brew than paw kin!” 
_  —Bear-skin. 


Ist Cullud Lady—Dat baby ob yourn is sho’ 
a puffic image ob his daddy. 
2nd Cullud Lady—Yas, a regular carbon copy, 
yo’ mought say. 
—Virgima Reel. 


Sweet Young Thing—You’re the first—I’ve 
never hugged or kissed a man before. 

Bashful Lizzard—I believe you. If you’d had 
any experience, you’d kept the powder off my 
lapel. 

—Virginia Reel. 


Ask Bill, He Knows 
“Bill’s lost his hat again.” 
“How do you know?” 
“T can’t find mine.” 
—Lamon Punch. 


She—Robert, are you shimmying? 
He—No! I just put on my winter flannels. 
, —Siren. 


Steward on Steamship—Your lunch will be up 
soon, sir. 
Seasick Student—Yea, so will my breakfast. 
—Black and Blue Jay. 


“My family line is the richest in America.” 
“You certainly live up to the family tradi- 
tions ?” 
“This cuts me up dreadfully,” said the young 
man as he overslept through three classes. i: 
| —Lord Jeff. 
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Breathless Butler—The chauffeur’s running 
away with your wife, sir. 
Hen-pecked Husband (yawning)—What’s he 
running for? 
—Juggler. 
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I been here two hoursh and it ain’t come off yet. 


—Dirge 


Wise—Are you the young lady who took my 
order? 

Waitress—Yessir. 

Wise—You’re still looking well. 
your grand-children? 


How are 


—Burr. 


A Deadly Answer 
He (walking by a graveyard)—Wouldn’t it be 
ghastly if all the dead people here came to life 
again ? 
She (yawning)—No, indeed! 
them would. 


I wish one of 


—Punch Bowl. 


Under the Moon 


It was autumn. The great opalescent moon 
shone down on the two as they sat on the cam- 
pus bench gazing out onto the slightly ruffled 
waters of the lake. Only the occasional sound 
of the falling leaf and the ripple of the water 
on the shore broke the romantic silence of the 
evening. The moments passed into an hour. At 
last Harry spoke, “Say, George, give me another 
match, my pipe went out.” 

—Foolscap. 


The Way of a Woman 
Ethel—Oh, Jack! Such a perfectly atrocious 
car— 
Jack—Sorry you don’t like it. I came to ask 


you— 


Ethel—“And such wonderful rakish lines.” 
—Foolscap. 


On Shipboard 
She—Goodness! What is that horrible noise? 
He—Why, my dear, that was nothing but the 

dog-watch barking at a passing cat-boat. 
—Brown Jug. 


Me, Too 
“Aw, git away, kid, I’m saving my kisses.” 
“Tf that’s the case, I’d like to contribute to 
your collection.” 
| —Tar Baby. 


Champion Multipliers 
“There’s a man who certainly has a hair rais- 
ing occupation.” 
“Steeple jack?” 
“No, he owns a rabbit farm.” 
—Jester. 


Politician to Friend Wife 
P.—Well, dearie, I was elected. 
W.—Honestly! 

P.—Well, what difference does that make? 
—Sun Dodger. 


Meaty Saying 
“Here’s where I get the best of him,” said the 
cannibal as he started in on some choice cuts of 
his victim. 


Ruffled 
“Could you call the dance a success ?” 
“Oh, roughlv speaking.” 
—Wag Jag. 


“——— What if he shouldn’t follow me?” 
—Showme 
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THE “OPERA” SEASON IN PUNKIN CENTRE 


—Punch Bowl. 


Our Own Joke 


What is that wiggling object off near the hori- 
zon? 
Don’t know ; guess it must be a nervous wreck. 


A sweet young maid walked down the street: 
The March wind whistled round her feet. 
She walked no more. It still did blow, 
But she had nothing more to—say. 

—Wag Jag. 


Made It Warm for Him 


Hero—I was made a prisoner in the war and 
they stripped me of all my clothes. 

She—Did you feel the cold? 

Hero—Not at all. You see, they covered me 


with their rifles. 
—Lehigh Burr. 


Contributor: “Do you think this joke will get 
by abe 
Editor: “I should say so. It'll get by without 
being seen.” 
—Frivol. 


Still Kicking 
Jim—tThe chorus girl broke her leg. 
Jam—lIs she out of a job? 
Jems—Oh, no. It was put in the cast. 
. —Wag Jag. 


Mother: “Shame on you, Dorothy! The idea 
of létting a boy whom you’ve known only a week, 
kiss you! Why, when I was your age a girl 
was considered vulgar who would let a boy even 
hold her hand until he’d known her several 
months.” 

Daughter (innocently): “And didn’t you say 
once, mother, that it used to take you two weeks 
to go from New York to Chicago?” 

—Yale Record. 


A Good Man Nowadays, Etc. 
’21—-My girl said the ring didn’t fit. 
’22—Did you get ’nuther ring? 

’21—Nope. ’Nuther girl. 
—Tar Baby. 


Alva: “As far as I can see, there is no harm 
in girls wearing short sox.” é 


Jack: “No, not as far as you see.” 
—Punch Bowl. 


Rouge 
Your eyes are like unto the rays 
Of Luna’s brilliant form; 
Your hair is touched with radiance 
Like sunset after storm; 
Your face, enticing, bids me love— 
But I'd not kiss in haste, 
For I can see your lips are rouged 
And I can’t stand the taste. 
—Dirge. 
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He: “So you don’t think I can call your bluff?” 
She: “Not unless you're a little bolder.” | 
| —Voo Doo 


“Our prof. gave a lecture on Metaphysis in 
Lampson yesterday.” 

“Was there a mixed audience?” 

“Mixed? I. should say there was. 
understood. a word he said.” 


No one 
—Vale Record. 
Twentieth Century Grandmas’ 


He-—Was your grandma angry because you 
didn’t get home till 2 a. m.? ~ 
She—I didn’t wait up till she got in to fina 


out. | 

He: “Have you ever done any aesthetic danc- 
ing?” 

She: “No. Mother thinks it is too im- 
modest. a2 


—Widow. 
“a Rowndelay 


“Blinks reminds me of a woman’s skirts.” 
“T don’t see how you figure.” _ 
“Well, aren’t a woman’s skirts around her?” 
“Sure.” , sete 
“So’s Binks a rounder.” 
—Wampus. 


Oh, So So! 
Billie—We must keep our engagement a secret, 
dear. | 
Tillie—Yes, I’m ashamed of it, too. 
—Wampus. 


Barely Miss It 
“You're going with me to Tim’s dinner, aren’t 
you, dear?” 
“But, Jimmy, I haven’t a thing to wear.” 
“Oh, that’s all right. Tim has steam heat, you 
know.” : 


Incandescent 
“Mr. Simp, can you give me the first example 
of the electric light ?” 
“Yes, sir; Noah’s arc.” 
—Showme. 


Oh! 


“I am some wild boy. They wouldn’t let me 


in a cabaret last night.” 


“How’s that?” 
“Closing time.” 
—Jack O’Lantern. 


; Banting 
“Why so thin, my pretty maid?” 
“I’m on a fast, kind sir,” she said. 
“And how fast are you now?” he said. 
“That's none of your affair,’ she said. 
—Georgia Cracker. 


~ Back to Normalcy 

“What caused his death?” 

“A broken neck.” 

““How’s that?” 

“Oh, he was in the hospital with lumbago, and 
the nurse rubbed his back with alcohol—and he 
broke his neck trying to lick it off.” 

—Orange Peel. 


This Deserves a Cuff 
I’ve made a great discovery, 
I'll tell Darwin, I think— 
I looked under my bureau and 
Found the missing link. 
—Puppet. 


Go on, Go on 
“Believe me, she’d make some chorus girl.” 
“Howzat?? — 
“Well, she’s got the three qualifications.” 
“What are they ?” 
“Well, a good voice is one of them.” 
7 —Lord Jeff. 


New Version 
A mass of gold—a flash of white, 
As two arms twine around me tight— 
A kiss begun—and too soon staid— 


‘Tis of such stuff that dreams are made. 
| | —The Dirge. 
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“IT took Rachel by de te’ater last night 


and we almost had a taxicle ride home.” 
Ikey: “Vy? Vat hippened?” 


Jakey: 


Jakey: “Vell, I metched de drifer first for veder 


ve should pay him double fare or nodding. He von, 


so we had to valk.” 
—Lord Jeff 


Or a Stenographer 


To write prose 
You have to have at least a germ 
Of an idea; 
To write poetry 
You have to have at least a little 
Ability. 
But to write 
Thisdamstuff 
All you need is 
A. typewriter. 
—Punch Bowl. 


Hi! Jonesy! 
Doctor (at accident )—Who—who will volun- 
teer to tell this man’s wife that he is hurt? 
Bright Guy—Get Jones to break the news—he 
stutters. 
—Chaparral. 


Then Fur Flew 


“Were you and Daddy good boys when I was 
gone?” asked the mother. 

“Oh, yes, mother,” replied the child. 

“And did you treat nurse respectfully ?” 

“T should say we did!” 

“And did you kiss her good night every day?” 

“T should say we did.” 

—Dirge. 


Mother—Daughter, I have told you many 
times before not to let me find you kissing a man. 

Daughter—It’s your own fault, mother; I told 
you not to wear rubber soles. 


—Puppet.. 


At It Again 

She kissed me today 

Who will kiss her tomorrow? 
That’s always the way 
When she kisses today 
I ask with dismay 
Not unmixed with sorrow. 

She kissed me today 
Who will kiss her tomorrow? 

—Dirge. 


An old farmer from Ala. 

Hit his wife on the head with a ha. 
When they questioned him why 
He replied with a sy— 

“She drank all my licker up! Da!” 


How do you like Cuba? 
Oh, it’s a rum country. 
—The Georgia ‘Cracker. 


Professor—Young man, can you define the 
human brain? 
Bright One—Ah! The matter in a nutshell. 


—Purple Cow. 


Salesman (selling car to ex-co-ed)—This is 
the hand brake. It is used only in cases of 
emergency. 

E-C-E—I understand, just like a kimono. 

—Gargoyle. 
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“Mister, can you give me a dime? ‘I was out all 
night.” ae 
“So was I.” 


—Record 
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ICMOALMQUIST | 


“Oh, just hear the soda water fizzle.” 


“Fizzle, is right!” 


—Jack O’ Lantern. 


Stude—Why do you keep up an incessant line 
of chatter while you are shaving yourself? 
His Roommate—I’m trying to make myself be- 
lieve I’m being shaved by a barber. 
—Gargoyle. 


’21—My girl said the ring didn’t fit. 
’22—Did you get ’nuther ring? 
’21—Nope. ’Nuther girl. | 
—Tar Baby. 


“I hear you had a pretty successful banquet 
out at your house last night?” 
“Yeah, a couple of our alumni are revenue 
officers.” 
—Froth. 


It was just the other day, 
In a fortune telling place, 
A pretty maiden read my mind, 
And then she slapped my. face. 
— Gargoyle. 


“Jink’s heart and home are sorely bruised since 
his wife left him,” murmured the sympathetic 
man. 

“T don’t know about his bruised heart, but I 
can vouch for his home brews,” replied the 
cynic. 

—Pup pet. 


Tut! Tut! 
Woman wants washing. Call 1589-X after 
six.—Headline. 
—Gargoyle. 


Cicero Jones in Latin B tells us that the suffix 
“oid” means “resembling” or “somewhat like.” 
Why not “cactusoid” for the poorly shaven 
Romeo or “thedabaroid” for the ambitious co-ed? 

—Humbug. 


This famous painter met his death 
Because he couldn’t draw his breath. 
—Drexerd. 
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“Our rates are surprisingly reasonable,” you 
assure him (if upon this remark, the erstwhile 
victim seems prone to regard you with suspicion, 
cast a hasty and surreptitious glance toward the 
door, making sure that no obstacles obstruct the 
exit), “and a paying return on your investment.” 
(This remark must be confined to advertisers.) 


Move 3. If, after you have succeeded thus 
far and no moves have been made toward your 
forcible ejection, you may deduct that he is in- 
terested in your proposition. Become familiar. 
Adopt a friendly attitude and tell him how to 
run his business on a paying basis. (It often 
occurs at this point that the neck of your coat and 
the slack of your pants are perceptibly tightened 
by the pressure of a vise-like grip from the rear, 
and you are constrained to move hastily forth, 
materially assisted by an irresistible force from 
the S. O. S.) Having interested your victim, it 
is your duty to keep him in a pleasant frame of 
mind. Tell him a nice story—a nice, ripe one. 
Before he has time to laugh, tell him that he has 
a kind face—a funny kind. (Then you get the 
air. ) | 
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Move 4. Move your place of business. 


—Chaparral. 
AT THE REVIVAL | 
Impassioned Speaker: “What’s the cause of so 
many divorces?” 
Weary Voice: “Marriage.” 


—Phoenix 


A Word to Solicitors 


Move 1. First approach the victim cautious- 
ly but convincingly, bearing in hand a copy of 
the publication you represent and in mind the 
old maxim that discretion is the better part of 
valor. If you are permitted to come within speak- 
ing distance endeavor to enveigle the wily trades- 
man with flattering cajolery. Say to him, “Mr. 
Shotaviski, your worthy establishment is indeed 
worthy of our immediate attention. We could 
very possibly consider the acceptance of your 
rupees in exchange for our advertising services.” 


Move 2. At this point, if the tradesman has 
made no threatening move, you display the pub- 
lication you carry, fingering and thumbing the 
leaves and exclaiming upon the wonderful qual- 
ity of paper used. Always make it a point to 
avoid embarrassing questions pertaining to cir- 
culation and other matters concerning the busi- 
ness management. 


“Our magazine is an old friend of every mer- 
chant,” you continue. “If we can get you once, 


you will be eager (be very sure at this point that BP as you ever talked this way to any other 
the object of your attention ‘cannot reach you) & “No, love; I am-at my best to-night.” 


to remain on our list as a steady customer.” —Punch Bowl. 


102 COLLEGE HUMOR 


“Youse Collech guys make me sick, Wots de use lernin a lot about Latin ’n Greek! 


tre 


CEL 
Cre 


Lore, 
7 ws 
Bidd 


iA eY 
Vs; cor izieh 


YY SZ tg 
at aes 


itty 4 
Uy; alee Z 


Gimme de plain 


English language ’n I'll take no hind seat for none of youse blokes!” 


Studie—Sir, I want permission to be away 
three days after the end of vacation. 
Dean—Ah, you want three more days of grace? 
Stude—No; three more days of Gertrude. 
—Yale Record. 


Sound Advice ‘ 


Ned—Darling, say the words that will make 
me the happiest man in-the world. 

Edna—Shall I, really? 

Ned—Oh, if you only would. 


Edna—Well, then, stay single. 
—Sun Dodger. 


Circumstantial Evidence 
Counsel—Now, where did he kiss you? 
Plaintiff—On the lips, sir. 

Counsel—No! No! You don’t understand. 
I mean where were you? 
Plaintiff (blushing)—In his arms, sir. 
Keak —Voodoo. 


“My dear, I’m so sorry I couldn’t see you 
when you called, but I was just having my hair 
washed.” 

“Yes, and the laundries are so slow about re- 
turning things, too.” 

—Octopus. 


Snap To! 
“Liza, what fo’ yo’ buy dat odder box of shoe 
blackin’ ?” 3 
“Go on, nigga’, dat ain’t shoe blackin’; dat’s 
ma massage cream.” 
—Awgwan. 


Comforting 
Contributor—What do you think of my last 
poem? 
Editor—Well, I’m glad to hear you call it your 
last. 
—Chaparral. 
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Clarice: Have you a date for the Junior Prom? 
Mary: No, dearie; but I’m going to wear this 
dress to school today and trust to luck. 
—lowa Frivol. 


The Local Omar Speaks 


Up from the Football Field through the Main 
Gate 
I came, and on the Steps of Union sate, 
And many a Knot unravel'd by the Road; 
But not the You-must-not of Human Fate. 


There was the Flask for which I found no Use; 
There was the Thirst, but not a Bit of Juice; 
Some little Talk awhile of Gingerale 
There was—but not a Drop beside—The 
Deuce! , 


Earth could not answer; nor the He’s that mourn 
In flowing Purple, of their Gourd forlorn; 
Nor fifth-year Chemists, who attempt to fill 
The unfilled Place of Johnny Barleycorn. 


Then of the Pig in Specs, who works behind 
The Veil, I lifted up my hands to find 
A lamp amid the Darkness; and I heard, 
As from without—“Go find the Pig that’s 
blind!” 


Yet ah, that Spring should vanish with the Rose! 
That Larry Damm’s and Joe’s should have to 
close! 
And e’en the spectacled old Swine, 
Ah Whence, and Whither flown again, Who 
knows ! 
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Would but some winged Angel ere too late 
Erase the most relentless Roll of Fate, 

And make the stern Recorder otherwise 
Enregister, or quite obliterate! 


Ah Me! could You and all of Us conspire 
To grasp Amendment Eighteen quite entire, 

Would we not shatter it to Bits—and then 

Remold it closer to our Heart’s Desire? 
—Gargoyle. 


Jennie—Dick didn’t blow his brains out when 
you rejected him. He came around and proposed 
to me. | 

Jeanette—Well, he must have gotten rid of 


them some other way, then. 


—Chaparral. 


Get a Life Saver 


Marjorie—Where do the proceeds from the 
sale go? 
Janet—To the University sinking fund. 
Marjorie—My goodness, is the University 
sinking? 
3 —Sun Dial. 


She (fixing the mussed-up hair)—My, but I 
like it in the fall. 
He—Hunm, I like it any time. 
—Gargoyle. 
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IN FAVOR OF HIS EXECUTION 


Cubist—I had a close call when I was in Egypt. 
I was painting the Sphinx when an Arab came up 
and tried to stab me. 
Friend—Is that so? I didn’t know that they had 
art critics in Egypt, too. 
'—Michigan Gargoyle. 
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| 
I hear that your old man died of hard drink. | | 
Yes. Poor fellow. A cake of ice dropped on his head. ) 

| 


—Voo Doo. 
Soph—Do you know Poe’s Raven? Miriam (after trying to swim out of the rut | 
Frosh—No, what’s the matter with him? for half an hour)—There’s no use trying any | 
, —Awgwan. longer, Henry. You might just as well go over | 
to that farm house and phone the garage to | 
Safe, if Not Sane | send out a pulmotor to haul us in. | 
ASME Stes gy See ae —Awgwan. 
“He’s wandering in his mind.” | 
“That’s all right, he won’t go far.” 
—Virginia Reel. Campus Chatter | 
| ? Big—What is a polygon? | 
Those Memory Wizards _ Ben—A dead parrot. | / 
“T know all the telephone numbers in town.” — Chaparral. | 
“How extraordinary.” : 
s ye * * Only I don’t know who they belong i Reverse English 
—Jack o’ Lantern. Lord Lovem—I say, old thing, in the Spring, | 
| fawncy a young man’s thoughts turning see | 
LY to what the dear gayl has bean thinking o | 
Do You? all last season. aie | 
These co-eds are a noisy lot, | —Chaparral. | 
I like ’em; | 
They make you blow the cash you've got, | 
I like ’em; | | “One of those fresh young Ags just tried to 
They call you tight, they think you’re green, kiss me. Said he never kissed a girl before.” 
Unless you shell out every bean, , “What did you do?” 
They're the worst darn pests I’ve ever seen, “Told him I was no agricultural experiment 
I like ’em; station.” 


—Octopus. —Foolscap. 
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BLEW SUNDAY ON THE CAMPUS | 


—Wag Jag. | 
“Mother, who is that wild-looking man over “So this is the Grand Canyon!” 
there?” “How perfectly gorgeous !” 

“Hush, child.” | —Lampoon. 
“Is he the Bolshevik ambassador ?” 
“No, dear.” James: “Do you ever gamble?” 
“Has he escaped from a lunatic asylum?” Sure: “Come on; you chase me. Ree See 
“No, my child.” | 
“Well, who is he?” 

Seems Time to Reclothe 


“He is the man who started the Overall Club 


on the University campus.” Adam: “Let’s turn over a new leaf.” 


—.Foolscad. Eve: “Why, dear, it’s only Saturday.” 
Ry ae & oolscap Widow. 
They sat in the park, out there in the dark, i eas : F : 
A h ; aie “What did Helen say when you turned out the 
nd the chaperone thought tt quste shocking, light abil Idesed: her? 


She found ‘em all right, for she saw in the might “She said that she felt as if she never wanted 
The radium clock on each stocking. to see my face again.” 
—Sun Dodger. —Jester. 
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Phe GCornece. 


A Study of Student Life 


(In general, parodied on Vachell Lindsay’s 


I. Irs Bastc ARTIFICIALITY 


Five foolish freshmen, lurching down the street, 

Arm over shoulder; too unstable feet, 

Lords of the earth while the cheap wine lasts— 

“What the hell do we care?”—young iconoclasts. 

Policemen wink—“You can’t arrest a student, 

Can’t arrest a student, 

Can’t arrest a student.” 

“Hail! Hail! The gang’s all here!” 

THEN I saw a vision, fields of life Elysian, 

“I could not turn from their revel in derision. 

HIGHER EDUCATION, SOAKING INTO 
YOUTH, 

CHEMISTRY AND LANGUAGES, MAN- 
LINESS AND TRUTH. | 


Then through the cornfields 
Fifteen miles 
Blinded neophytes danced 1 files. 


Then I heard the roaring of that wild-eyed crew, 


And a white paddle snapping as it cracked in two. 

And “Ouch!” howled the preps as the blows came 
faster, 

Thwack! went the paddles as they dealt disaster. 

“Seek ye the graveyard, 

Search all night 

For a stone with the name 

Of Erastus White.” 

Bang, bang, 

Bing, bing, 

Boom, boom, BOOM! 

A rousing, roaring, ringing tune 

From the far Welsh Hills 

Past the slow Raccoon. 

Preps are amoebae 

Weak-kneed and nauseous, 

Loathsome and worthless. 

BING, hit this one, 

BANG, hit that one, 

CRACK, hit all of ’em, 

HA, HA, HA. 3 

Then I saw a white-robed figure kneeling 

To a grave-faced senior who in awesome tones, 

The order’s hidden secrets revealing, 

Strove to inculcate a fellow-feeling : 

“We are your brothers forever 

And from us you never can part. 

Us, you will honor, 

And you, we will honor. 

Installed you are now in our heart.” 


“The Congo’’) 


II. THEIR [RREPRESSIBLE HicH SPIRITS 


Wild cheerleaders in the bonfires light 

Worked up pep and a spirit of fight, 

Danced and shouted and led the cheers, 

With a RAH, 7 

And a RAH, 

Anda RAH! RAH! RAH! 

Till throats were hoarse and deafened, ears 

Two and twenty boys in padded suits 

Through four long quarters fought like brutes. 

In the last half minute a pass and a run 

Have turned the trick, and the game is won. 

Hear how the half-wild rooters shout, 

Laugh and cry, and prance about. 

HIGHER EDUCATION, SOAKING INTO 
YOUTH, 


CHEMISTRY AND LANGUAGES, MANLI- 


NESS AND TRUTH. 
A student fairyland swung into view, 
A broad green campus 
Where dreams come true. 
Th old brick buildings soared on high 
Through the tall elm trees to the evening sky. 
Compulsory chapel, a thousand strong, 
Joined in a good old Baptist song, 
And wise old Prex, from his platform throne, 
Gave sound advice in a monotone. 
(But boys with faces like cherubim 
Were betting odd and even on the coming hymn.) 


’ A cold and stern evangelist came 


For a week of prayer. His single aim 

Was puritanically to reclaim 

The souls of students lost to shame. 

The student crowd with right good cheer 
Swept into chapel, laughing clear. 

But the good man suddenly stilled the throng 
With a stern cold glare, and a stern old song: 
“Thou shalt not—”’ 

And “Thou shalt not—” 

The whole long dreary convocation 

They heard him through to his peroration; 
Sober and furtive they left the place 
But—Behold! the sun still showed his face, 


~ And machines zipped by and the grass was green 


And beautiful things could still be seen. 

With a laugh and a shout they shook the gloom, 

Forgot the grave and hell-fire doom, 

And the ceuples railed at the preacher's frown, 

And tickled his ribs, and laughed him down. 

(O rare was the revel and well worth while 

That made the glowering puritan smile.) 
—Flaming?. 
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Oh John! What a marvelous lover you have turned out to be! 
I’ve just started, darling. But wait until I finish the other five lessons in the “Love and B. Loved 
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Correspondence Course.” —Froth. 
r listened attentively. Of course, I really didn’t The Scrupulous Lover 
expect anything different—out of the ordinary— If gleam of stars and moon and sun 
however, it might happen! Could e’er be blended into one; 
A half- hour passed. [ awaited with every Would they be brighter than your eyes, 
nerve tense—alert. Finally I heard a low buzz- Whose brilliancy I highly prize? 
ing, an indistinct murmur as of far-off voices. They would beloved, I surmise. 
Then dead silence. 
Fifteen minutes passed, and then a voice broke Could bolted door or prison bar, 
the stillness—a voice, sharp, shrill, surly. Just Or deserts stretching wide and far, 
what I had vainly hoped would not happen. The Keep me from you, so sweet, so good, 
operator had given me the wrong number again! Could distance dull my hardithood? 
—Drexerd. Dear one, I must confess tt could. 
A cen aero p re atest —Burr. 
“No, you can’t kiss me. Why, what would ee 
father say if he saw you?” The Cheeky Miss! 
_“He’s got no license to kick. I’ve seen him He crushed her in his arms. She pushed him 
do the same thing.” away roughly and cried, “Don’t try to give me 
—Juggler. none o’ your lip, buddy!” 
ices Reger EST —Gargoyle. 
Hush, little vampire, ——___—_—— 
Dont’ you cry! George Washington—Yo’ say yo’ calls yo’ cow 
You'll get his frat pin United States. Why fo’? 
Bye and bye. Andrew Jackson—’Cause she’s done gone dry. 


—Drexerd. —Sun Dodger. 
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FULL FORCE 


Kiss Me, My Fool 


Blushing furiously the moon rose and started 
across the sky, purring like a Ford limousine. 


No sound»save the merry tinkle of tree frogs 
broke the darkness—in fact, it was quite evident 
that all was quiet along the Potomac. Realizing 


this fact, our hero calmly lit a Chesterfield, which 
our heroine as calmly offered him. Lowering 
his eyes demurely, he heaved a monotonous sigh 
—and matriculated: Have you a little Fairy in 
your home? 

Yes, dear, I always preferred Norris candies, 
juxtaposed our heroine— 

There’s a reason, he probablied with all sweet- 
ness of a violet-— | 

’Tis my master’s voice, she emoted softly— 

Were it not for the fact that Uneeda Biscuit 
occasionally, you would be an angel, he premitted 
slowly— 

Eventually, why not now, he cupidated hotly— 

Ask the man who owns one, said. our heroine— 

In the distance the clock struck the hour below 
the belt— 

The witching hour, he insinuated— 

And a skin you love to touch, she intuitived— 

Fifty-seven varieties, he mirthfuled softly, 
gathering her in her arms. 

Whereupon both went over to the corner and 
perhapsed !!! 

—Mink. 
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—The Scalper. 


Ye Olde Tymes 


Ye olde tyme knight rode in ye lists 
Yncased in wrought yron armour, 
And in ye conquest for his love, 
Sought by his strength to charm her. 
And when ye bloody joust he’d won, 
And left ye foe a wreck, 
Ye ladye love with murmurs coy 
Draped round ye victor’s neck. 
Ye ladye then, with faithful love, 
Did guard ye bolde knight’s shield 
Till he did meet a stronger foe 
Upon another field. 
And tho the knightly years are gone; 
Times are as they were then; 
Ye knight is now a football star, 
Ye shield—ye star’s frat pin. 
—Jade. 


True Love 


A Glance 

A Dance 

Entrance 

Advance 

Romance 

Finance 
—Juggler. 
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WHERE GREEK MEETS GREEK— 


—Hum Bug. 


The Old Giveth Way to New 


When Mary was a little child, 
She had a temper far from mild, 
For many locks were on her head 
Of fiery, fiery, reddish red. 


But with age to Mary heaven had sent 
That wonderful thing they called “Tempera- 


ment.” 

With the passing of time her hair had been 
turned, 

And instead of just red it was “Nicely auburned.” 


—Lyre. 


Prof. (in German class)—Why aren’t Marks 
as high as they used to be? 
Stude—Owing to the depreciation of the pro- 


fessors, sir. 
—Widow. 


“John, you had no right to hit that fortune 
teller just because he was drunk.” 
“My dear, I always strike a happy medium.” 
| —Record. 


Glass Houses, Etc. 


The prof. had written on the back of a theme: 
“Please write more legibly.” 
Next day—*Prof., what is this you put on my 


theme?” . 
—Tar Baby. 


not ignite. 


A Match for Any Man 


A Philadelphia concern has brought out re- 
cently a guaranteed, non-strikable match. The 
manufacturers claim that so few matehes light 
anyway, it is high time that one is magica 
that won’t light at all. The stick of this match is 
made of rubber, and the tip of a high grade of 
T. N. T. You can throw it, pound it, stamp on 
it, hammer the hammer, or chew it, and it will 
It is called the Gawdhelpus Match, 
and the advertising slogan is, “If she once lights, 
Gawdhelpus!” The makers expect a large field 
for their product among the Bolshevists, and 
other free thinkers. We suggest to our readers 
that they keep a box on hand for the man who 
is always saying, “Gimme a light.” 

: —Harvard Lampoon. 


Holme—Did you know that Mike lost three fin- 
gers shooting craps? 
James—No. How did he do it? 
Holme—He didn’t know they were loaded. 
—Voo Doo. 


Campus Vamps, Please Copy 


The possessor of the most fraternity pins is 
not always the one who eventually darns the un- 
romantic socks of the owner of any one of the 
pins she has had. Most men under the skin are 


a bit old-fashioned, after all. | 
—Stren. 
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THE INSPIRATION 


The Carrot and the Painted Lily 


She was a dear sweet little thing. 
He came from San Pete. 
Her hair always showed the latest fad in se 


curls. Peat 
His resembled the carrots that grew in his friiat 
yard. 


She knew about everything there was to know. 
In fact, she had been a so-called student at the 
Se 

He had worn his first white collar at San Pete 
High. 

They came to Logan. 

To the Utah Artificial College. 

They met. 

He fell. 

She couldn’t be bothered. 

“May I see you home,” he begged. 

“Of all the nerve,” was her keen come-back. 

“Then just a little spin up Logan Canyon,” 
pleaded reverently. 

“Only the common people do that,” 
meekly. ° 

Time rolled on. 

He was rushed for the Ag. Club. 

Sometimes he got‘a ride in a Marmon. 

He even made the Rooter’s Club. 

He was a success. 

The tables were turned. 

He would have none of her now. 
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—Dirge. 


She must pay. 
She did. 
She married a College professor. 


And had to eat two meals a day in a Cafeteria. 


—Magpie. 


Dry Days 


I met old Mike on the campus, 
He looked as if he’d had a fall; 


' He said, when I asked him what ailed him, 


“Tm out of spirits, that’s all.” 
—Pelican. 
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FILLING STATION—PAST AND PRESENT 


Over the Hill to the Poorhouse 


A Mother and a Father in a cottage by the way 

Were bent with age and worry and their hair was 
growmg gray 

As one by one their children wandered to a for- 
eign shore 

Nor never returned to see their poor old parents 
any more. 


The youngest son, Ezekiel, had written now and 
then, 

But Dad and Mother gave up hope of seeing him 
again 

Till down from gay New York a stranger came 
to their address 

And said, “Your son ts wallowing in wealth and 
idleness.” 


Then the father white and hoary, penned his som 
a little story, 

And he wrote, “My boy, your old mother’s feel- 
mg very sick 

The farm has gone to pieces and my pants have 
lost their creases; 

We'll be driven to the poorhouse if you don’t 
assist us quick. 


“Oh, we dread the deprivation and the hard in- 
carceration 

That the workhouse or the poorhouse would in- 
fiurct upon us both; 

So I send this message sonny, an appeal to you 
for money 

And we're waiting for you patiently, expecting 
your return.” 


—Voo Doo. 


And Ezeke,—was filed with sorrow when he 
read tt on the morrow; 

So he penned a little message to bring gladness 
to their hearts. 

Theyre so feeble bent and destitute I really 
ought to restitute 

And, as I say, he sent this note of joy. 


“Dear Mother, good old Dad, you've lost every- 
thing you had, 

So I send this word of cheer to brighten up your 
aging days. 

Don’t go to the poorhouse, Father, wait for bet- 
ter weather. 

Wait till I come back to you and we'll all go there 
together.” 

—Juggler. 


It Would Bare Watching 


First Bather: “It is rumored that her bathing 
suit is the object of much criticism.” 
Second Bather: “There’s nothing to it.” 
—Froth. 


Difference of Opinion 


Girl Watching Aeronaut: “Oh, I’d hate to be 
coming down with that parachute.” 

Mere Man: “I’d hate to be coming down with- 
out it.” 


—Chaparral. 
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’21—“‘Why the monkey clothes here at the post 


office?” 


’°23—“‘This is my graduation day and I am wait 
ing for my diploma from the correspondence school.” 


—Duncan, Lafayette. 


Fame 


He was the most popular man at college when 
he graduated, and when he decided to conquer 
Wall Street, the dean wrote a nice letter of rec- 
ommendation for him. 


The Engineering club presented him with a 
bronze plaque. 

The varsity chess champ openely admitted that 
he was a master of the King’s Gambit. 


The track captain combed his team for an- 
other hundred and two-twenty yard champ. 


The football captain said that only one tackle 
in a hundred would develop like he did. 


The baseball captain realized for the first time 


in four years what it meant to be without a de- 
pendable short-stop. 


The coaches agreed that he was the best all- 
around athlete the campus had seen in years. 


The professors tried to induce him to take a 
post-graduate course in Histology. 


The college belle cried for three days after he 
left. 


The college weekly carried a full-page edito- 
rial of his activities. 


Ten years later, he was still a bank clerk at 


thirty-five dollars a week. 
—Medley. 


Queen of Spain—‘“The baby has the stomach 
ache.” 
Lord Chamberlain—‘Call in the Secretary of 


the Interior.” 
—Tar Baby. 


WN 
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“Both my father and grandfather married the 
girl they took to the Prom.” 
“Oh, Bill! This is. so sudden.” 
—Record. 
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First Con.—“Get the number of that car?” 
Second Con.—‘“‘Nope, see that gal in the hind seat?” 


First Con.—‘“‘Sure did.” 


—Hum Bug. 


Another Lady Undone 


By Abbie Cadabrie 
Author of “The Hindu’s Due,” “First Aid and Limeade,” etc. 


He had waited for an hour and twenty min- 
utes. Waited patiently, with his coat on, and his 
hat in his hand. It was already time for the 
Prom to begin,—his last Prom,—and they had 
three miles to go. In the year that they had been 
engaged, he had become hardened to waiting. 
He could hear his motor running outside and 
wished that he had shut it off. At last he heard 


steps on the stairs, and rose eagerly, only to sink . 


back disappointed as her Mother leaned over the 
balustrade and announced that she should be 
ready soon. He wrapped his coat about him 
more comfortably and dozed awhile. 


Finally, he was aroused by a step at his side; 
he jumped to his feet. How wonderful she was 
tonight, and how he thrilled at the thought of a 
wedding which was planned for that June! But 
as they walked out to the machine she suddenly 
gave a start of horror, and a look of vague sus- 
picion came into her eyes. Her hand trembled 
on his arm, and then was quickly withdrawn, and 
she seemed to hesitate before she got into the 
machine. He searched her face uneasily, but 
without finding anything, and swore softly as he 


looked to see if his tail light was lit. They had 
known each other for years; was it possible that 
anything was to come between them now? 


As they drove mutely toward town he noticed 
that she seemed to shrink away from him, and 
made a mental note that she had not shown her 
hands since she had so suddenly taken them from 
his arm. He thought feverishly; his recent life 
had been that of a Bactrian Camel rather a bach- 
anal reveler, and he searched his memory in vain 
for any other indiscretion that he might have 
committed. As they drove on, the tenseness grew, 
and she seemed to writhe in mental torment,. but 
both were silent. Finally, after a seeming eter- 
nity, they drove up in front of the Copley. As 
the car stopped, she shuddered, and turned to 
him in panic. 


“Oh, George,” she moaned, as she shrank back 
from the door of the coupe as if afraid of being 
seen. “Oh, George! I can’t do it! I can’t! I 
can’t! I’ve tried and tried, and I just can’t do it! 
George, won’t you hook me up the back? Mother 
forgot it.” 

—Voo Doo. 
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A RUN ON THE BANK 


Gimme 


“Gimme some mail!’ the student wailed, 
“My love begins to flicker.” 

A blue-law long-jaw passing by, 

Whose nose shone like a fire-fly, 

Called in a bull to jail the guy, 

Who would so shriek for hquor. 


“Gimme some ale,’ the rounder roared, 
“Away with all despondence!” 

The mail-man plodding thru the yard, 

Produced a picture postal-card, 

And slipped tt to thts mid-night guard, 
Who howled for correspondence. 


“Gimme some male,’ the maiden cried, 
“To crown my locks with laurel,” 
She bagged a stag without delay, 
The female’s deadlier any day, 
And almost always gets it’s way, 
Thus runs my weighty moral. 


—Purple Cow. 
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—Showme. 


Oh, the Horrid Thing! 


“Remember, Jack, I always love like this,” she 


sighed as she nestled a little closer to him. 
“Yes! Yes” murmured he, absently. 
have heard! So I have heard!” 


wed 


—Frivol. 
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Maiden fair, pouting so— 
Blushing ’neath the mistletoe. 
I dare not kiss you! Now, don’t scoff! 
You’re drawn with charcoal, and I know 
Your lips, when kissed, would smudge right off! 


—YVale Record 


A “P. A. Y. E.” Romance But must hurry home. 
Chilly old street car— ; “Don't care f or movies—, 
Cold as can be. ; Cloninger's punk—; 

Beautiful Co-ed | Orpheum’s rotten—,; 


Sitting by me. Grills are the bunk.” 
“Thanks for the dinner; 
Thanks for the ride; 

Here’s your hat— 
Don’t come inside.” 


Cute little tootsies—; 
Come-hither eye—; 

Blonde disposition—; 
Not very shy. 


Chilly old stret car. 
Cold as the deuce. 

Beautiful vampire— 
Oh what’s the use? 


“Don't care for street cars—; 
Much rather walk—; 
Awfully lonesome—; 
Just crazy to talk.” 


—Hum Bug. 

Supper at “Utah.” . me aaa ccna agers 

Everything swell. Thomas : How do you like your new gown, 
Three bucks and wartax, dear? 5 : ; 

All shot to h—I. Thomasine: “It doesn’t quite come up to my 

anticipations.” 

Supper all over, : Thomas: “Yes, but they are wearing them low, 

Taxte to come. this year.” 


Thinks I’m a dear! —Puppet. 


Nineteen Hundred and Twenty—Twenty-One 


117 


—Jugglter. 
“You think I’m a regular information bureau.” 
“Oh, but that’s because you’re such a good dresser.” 


—Jack O’Lantern. 


The Night Before Christmas 
’Twas the night before Christmas, and all through 
the house, 
Everyone was collecting a holiday souse; 
Each door and each window was guarded with 
care, 
In hopes that no proht might bother them there. 
The hootch was dragged forth from under the 
bed } 
With scarcely a sound—the silence was dead. 
The face of each lookout was marked by a grin 
At the thought of the Scotch, and the sherry and 


gin. 


Three miles to the north, as the crow takes tts 
flight, 

Two prohts stood watch through the long winter 
night, 

With telescopes watching each window and door 

Till their patience gave out—they could stand tt 
no more. 

So with pistols and hand-cuffs they mounted the 
side 

Of the car of their blimp, and started to ride 

To the house where the drinkers were holding 
full sway, 

At the top of the hill—three short miles away. 


As dry leaves before the wild hurricane fly, 
When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the 
sky, 


So up to the roof, and the chimney-top, too, 

Flew the revenue blimp, with its revenue crew. 

A patter of feet on the roof overhead. 

And the drinkers looked up—but thei noses 
were red 

And their thoughts were so muddled by flagons 
of claret, 

That they thought it the sound of the rats in the 
garret. 

With a laugh and a shout, every bibulous brother 

Up-ended his glass, and called for another; 

Gin was followed by sherry, and sherry by port, 

For each man felt the evening was eons too short, 

When out of the tube of the flue overhead 

Came a noise that would waken the deadest of 
dead, 

And out of the chimney, through cinder and ash 

Came the revenue men, with a terrible crash! 

The pistols were leveled, hands went to the sky 

And manacles jangled, as each one did try 

To break from his captors—but no one was able. 

Then patrol wagons came from the revenue 


stable. 

Soon each client of Bacchus was dragged from 
the room 

And brought to the hoosgow, to learn of his 
doom, 

And He fi da remarked, as he turned out the 
ight, 

“Merry Christmas to all, and to all a good night!” 


—Pelican. 
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The College Widow—Vamp Species 
—Voo Doo 


Look Into This One 


She—‘“I wish you’d look the other way.” 
Young Brother—“He can’t help the way he 
looks.” 
—Sun Dial. 


Scien: “If 32 is the freezing point, what is the 
squeezing point?” 
Tific: “2 in the shade, I suppose.” 
—Pelican. 


Not a Chance to Die 


Corinne—“You’re not heroic at all. You were 
in the navy all during the war.” 

Bob—“But we were attacked many times.” 

Corinne—“Yes, and every one of you had one 
of those life preservers.” _ 
| —Chaparral. 
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An Excuse Turned Down at the Dean’s Office! 


Hear, Lady, in this rhyming rot, 
(I shall not praise you in this lay), 
Before we met I always got, 
An A oes 


Our first month, Sweet, (this is no blot 
Upon the love you have for me), 
Was tough. My grades show I had got, 
A es Peas 


Our third month, Lord! I was a block- 
Head, dear, to all but thee. 


My laughter left me when I got, 
A °C 


The next, the fourth—I quite forgot 
Phi Beta Kappa’s golden key, 
You loved me then—what if I got, 
A Cre 


The fifth month, Sweet, found me on top 
Of all the world. You'd said may-be 

You'd take the pin someday. (I got 

: An “E.’’) | 


Ah! Sweet—the fifth—Love grew a lot, 
_ (Would that you'd been a little deaf, 
To all my wooing)—for I got, 

: An ioe) 58 ey 


And now to all of you who've sung, 
“He flunked,” read this: It were a sin 
To let love knock in vain. (I hung, 
My pin!) 
—Frivol. 


The Yell Leader 


—Sun Dial 
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Both of them: “Heavens, how shocking.” 
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—Dirge 


Judge: Who brought you here? 
Drunk: Two policemen. 
Judge: Drunk, I suppose? 
Drunk: Yes, sir, both of them. 
—Virginia Reel. 


In the year 2020 
Judge—“What’s the charge ?”’ 
Cop—‘“Playing marbles for keeps.” 

—Sun Dial. 

Him—“Will you share my lot with me, my 
love?” 

Her—“Yes, dear, if you have enough money 


to build a house on it.” 
—Sun Dial. 


Cinch 
Whatever trouble Adam had, 
No man in days of yore. 
Could say when he had told a joke: 
“T’ve heard that one before.” 
| —Burr. 


Crimson—“If Ivanhoe sells for a quarter at 
the Coop, what is Kenilworth?” 
Cardinal and Gray—‘Great Scott, what a 
novel question!!!” 
—Voo Doo. 


Quick, Congress—An Investigation 
Solon—“I see that they have Rivet indicted in 
the new navy scandal. They said he lied about 
something.” 
Solong—“Yes; he had a fabricated ship con- 
tract.” : 
—Chaparral. 


The Point of View 

First Frosh (putting up pictures)—“I can’t 
find a single pin.. Where do they all go to any- 
way ?” | 

Second Frosh—‘“It’s hard to tell, ‘because 
they’re pointed in one direction and headed in 
another.” | 

—Burr. 
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Grand-Dad’s Text Books 


By CARL HOLLIDAY 
Dean, University of Toledo 


(Author of “The Wit and Humor of Colonial 
Days,” “The Cavalier Poets,” “A History of 
Southern Literature,” Etc., Etc.) 


“Three scores and ten kings had their thumbs 
and their great toes cut off and gathered under 
the table of Adonibezek. How many thumbs 
and toes were under Adonibezek’s table?” “If 
nine cats kill eighteen birds, how many has each 
killed?” “A skunk went into a barn where he 
found three nests; one had seven eggs, another 
eight, and another thirty; from each nest he ate 
two eggs. How many did the skunk eat? “A 
human body if baked until all the moisture is 
‘evaporated is reduced in weight as one to ten. A 
body that weighs one hundred pounds when liv- 
ing weighs how much when baked ?” 


Of such nature were the genuinely “murder- 
ous” problems in the text-books used by our 
strong nerved forefathers of a century and a half 
ago. The recent announcement that we spend 
annually more on canes and umbrellas than on 
school books and that the bill for the co-ed’s siik 
stockings is but little less causes one to wonder 
what we would be willing to pay in these days 
for such “edifying” volumes as the squirming 
Freshmen of long were compelled to peruse. 


“One hundred and nineteen persons died from 
Drunkenness in New York” 


Your old-time pedagogue was very particular 
as to the type of reading his “scholars” should 
have, and monstrous in title and contents were 
the collections in academy and college. The 
strict professors in such puritanical institutions 
as Harvard and Yale rather inclined toward such 
“godly” importations as “A Most Delectable 
Sweet Perfumed Nosegay for God’s Saints to 
Smell At,” “Biscuits Baked in the Oven of 
Charity,” “A Sigh of Sorrow For the Sinners of 
Zion Breathed Out of a Hole in the Wall of an 
Earthly Vessel Known Among Men by the Name 
of Samuel Fish,” “Eggs of Charity Layed for 
the Chickens of the Covenant and Boiled with 
the Water of Divine Love,” “The Spiritual 
Mustard Pot to Make the Soul Sneeze with De- 
votion.” 7 


Such classics did not, however, teach Simple 
Simon how to cipher, spell “phthysic,” or con- 
strue his Latin and Greek, and it soon became 
evident to American collegians that Yankee ~ 
genius must produce its own texts. Fearfully 
and wonderfully made were such productions. 


When first the marriage knot was tied 
Between my wife and me, 

My age was then to that of my bride 
As three times three to three. 


But now when ten and half ten years 
We man and wife have been, 

Her age to mine exactly bears | 
As eight is to sixteen. 


Now tell, I pray, from what I’ve said, 

What were our ages when we wed? 
Ans.—The age when married must have been 
Just forty-five, thy wife’s fifteen. 


How would you like to solve a whole book full 
of such “examples”—examples of mis-mating as 
well as of atrocious poetry and merciless arith- 
metic? That the problems were indeed merciless 
has been, I believe, demonstrated thus far. There 
were death, murder and rapine on every page. 
“One hundred and nineteen persons died from 
drunkenness in New York and one hundred and 
thirty-seven in Philadelphia. How many died 
in both?” Small wonder that the nation has gone 
dry! “A person was seventeen years of age 
twenty-nine years since and suppose he will be 
drowned twenty-three years hence; pray, in what 
year of his age will this happen?” It was a 
liquid death whether a. fellow were drunkard or 
teetotaler. 


Noah Webster’s son placed in the front of a 
certain edition of the famous Blue Back Speller 


. the unique eulogy: “He taught millions to read 
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but none to sin.” It is, however, exceedingly 
doubtful whether any of the other textbook 
writers of those ancient days could have said 
as much for himself. They were a blood-thirsty 
lot—those colonial pedagogues — and their vol- 
umes to edify school and college youngsters 
were filled with tales of solemn death, abnormal 
self-sacrifice, and cruel persecution. The geogra- 
phies, for instance, of such early masters as 
Olney, Morse and Smith not only gave descrip- 
tions that could scarcely go through the United 
States mail of today, but also presented wood- 
cuts of such harrowing experience as Indian 


as 1827 proves it. Little Charles, given a holi- 
day, soon returns horrified from his play. 


I intended 
To play till every game was ended, 
But to say truth, I could not bear 
To-hear those little fellows swear; 
They cursed so bold and fearlessly 
That the cold chills ran over me; 
For I was filled with awful dread 
That some of them would drop down dead, 
And so I turned and came away, 
For, Pa, I was afraid to stay! 


“One hundred -and nineteen persons died from drunkenness in New York.” 


massacres, slave-driving, burning of martyrs, 
piles of human skulls, boaconstrictors gleefully 
squeezing men’s ribs in fond embraces, and 
women being buried alive with their “late” hus- 
bands. Ah, those good old days were so full of 


joy! 


And it should be remembered that such books 
were not such hastily printed, ephemeral affairs 
as the texts of our times. Huge volumes, bound 
generally in genuine leather, they were intended 
for use by five or six generations, and indeed 
frequently outlived an entire family. But what 
else could be expected? Do not the good die 
young? Those were the days when angels walked 
among men! The Fourth Class Book of as late 


—Pelican. 


All things—in the hands of college professors 
and pedagogues—conspired to make our an- 
cestors good men; but, alas, human frailty caused 
them to fall short. As the New England Primer 
casually remarked, 


In Adam’s fall 
We fall’d all, 


and certainly this fact was demonstrated in a 
later page of that same Primer where, after the 
solemn rhyme, 


Zachias he did climb a tree 
His Lord for to see, 
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Q: I never spoke but once. 
A: It is Balaam’s ass. 
—Octopus. 


our juvenile grandfathers scribbled, 


Zachias he had a great fall 
And didn’t see our Lord at all! 


But the teachers, it must be admitted, did their 
level best to drive out the old Adam. The 
Franklin Family Primer of 1805, for instance, 
declared itself “a new and useful selection of 
Moral Lessons adorned with a great variety of 
cuts calculated to strike a lasting impression on 
the Tender Minds of Children,” while the popu- 
lar Child’s Instructor of 1808 was filled with 
such pious reflections as— 


“Do you know who makes it rain? I will tell 


you: God makes it rain. Do you see that dark 
cloud rising in the West? That cloud will bring 
thunder and lightning and rain. You need not 
be afraid; God makes it thunder and He will 
not let it hurt you if you are good.” 


Moreover, there was in all such works a con- 
scientious effort to increase the student’s worldly 
and unwordly perception. A careful reading of 
such books gave the boy both earthly and heaven- 
ly shrewdness. Thus Ezekiel Cheever requested 
students of his Latin Accidence to translate the 
following gems of worldly wisdom: “The Re- 
port of the great Portion (Dowery) of-an un- 
married Virgin is oftentimes the Sound of a 
great Lye.” “Greedy Gluttons buy many dainty 
Bits for their ungodly Guts.” “Children drink 
Brimstone and Milk for the Itch.” Again, 
Thomas Dilworth’s Schoolmaster’s Assistant 
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(1743) inspired a perusal of the Bible by means 


of such conundrums as— 


Question—I never spoke but once. 
Answer—It 1s Balaam’s ass. 


The absolute certainty of the information of- 
fered in many of the ancient books is rather 
startling to the scientifically cautious professor of 


Q. I never spoke but once. 
A. It is Balaam’s ass. 


today. Innumerable large cities, lakes, and rivers 
were placed upon the maps of Asia and Africa 
where now geographers hesitate to put anything 
but a blank and the word “unexplored.” Flem- 
ing’s Spelling Book of 1775 stated without res- 
ervations that the world was created 4047 B. C., 
the Flood happened 2350 B. C., and the walls of 
Jericho fell 1454 B.C. It is strange how learning 
has declined in these latter days! 


With all this accuracy, with all this “moral 
up-lift,” is it any marvel that several of these 
text-books made their authors rich? The most 
remarkable instance of this success was, of 
course, Webster’s Blue Back Spheller. Starting 
out with the imposing title of The First Part of 
the Grammatical Institute of the English Lan- 
guage, its sale was so enormous that jealous 
rivals dubbed Webster “Dr. Grammatical Insti- 
tute.” The learned doctor, totally destitute of 
humor, became so incensed that he at length chal- 
lenged the maker of the nickname to a duel; but 
the fellow declined for fear Dr. Grammatical 
Institute might demand the right to use the Eng- 
lish language as a weapon! But Webster had 
ample revenge in a financial way. He charged 
cities $3,000 each for the privilege of reprinting 
the speller, and one publisher paid him $40,000 
for a contract. It has been calculated that his 
total income from the book was at least $200,000. 


The days when “Ann can spin flax” and “we 
can burn oil in lamps” are almost gone; but still 


the poverty-stricken pedagogue ekes out his in- 


come grinding out text-books for long-suffering 
students. It is a blessed help for the former, but 


rough on the latter. 
—The Collegiate World. 
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Why Gambling Is a Forbidden Pleasure on 
Ye College Campus 


~ By RAY WOLLAM 
Colorado Agricultural College °22 


In ye olden years before the blue laws went 
into effect gambling was considered not as an 
unpardonable sin but as a promising profession. 


So when old Dean Netherton, who was dean 
of Doolittle College, which was the largest col- 
lege in the United States during the nineteenth 
century, suggested that a course in Scientific 
Poker Playing and the Skillful Manipulation of 
Dice be added to the college curriculum, Charles 
A. Dickerson, the president of the institution 
gave it his hearty support. For said he: “The 
trouble with the courses given in the colleges 
nowadays is that they lay too much stress on 
learning merely for learning’s sake, instead of 
teaching the practical profession. 


So the new course was originated. The Dean 
himself was chosen as instructor because in a 
talk which he gave before the faculty he proved 
without a doubt that he was the logical man for 
the place. The object of the course was to give 
a thorough theoretical knowledge of poker play- 
ing, much stress being placed on that part of 
‘mathematics which deals with the element of 
chance and its relation to poker playing. A care- 
ful study was to be made of psychology and 
facial expression, so that one could tell by the 
look on his opponent’s face the kind of hand he 
held. The course was to consist of five lectures 
a week, four lectures of which were to be devoted 
to the science of poker playing and the remaining 
period to be devoted to crap shooting. There 
was to be two four-hour periods of lab. work 
to be held at night twice a week, the object of 
which was to give the student practical experience 
in the game of chance. The Dean, maintaining 
that the fine points of scientific poker playing 
could be shown just as well by small stakes as by 
large, had a clause put in the lab. rules to the 
effect that a one-dollar bet should be the limit 
on any one hand of poker and fifty cents the 
limit on any throw of the dice, unless, in the 
opinion of the Dean, a point could be more force- 
fully proven by raising the limit, in which event 
the Dean would be authorized to raise the limit. 
This enabled the Dean to hold vigorously to the 
limit whenever he held a poor hand and to raise 
the limit whenever he saw a chance to clean up. 


Vague rumors were heard to the effect that 
Dean Netherton had once held a responsible posi- 
tion as dealer in the famous gambling house, 
Monte Carlo, until one night after making a big 
stake he decided to get an education and be- 
come a college prof. Now, this was probably 
only a wild rumor, but the Dean’s manner of 
playing sure justified it, for the Dean played a 
tight game. Before the gambling course had 
run a week he was sporting a new diamond stick . 
pin and was wearing a dress suit to lab. class. 
The students disliked the idea of losing so much, 
so they decided on a dark scheme for winning 
back from the Dean their lost coin. They in- 
duced several professional gamblers to register 
for the course to help them break the Dean. 


These professional players feigned ignorance 
for the first ten days, so that nobody would 
suspect, and the Dean continued to win. 


One day several students casually suggested 
to the Dean that the limit be raised to the sky 
for one night, for they said it would train them 
to play a more conservative game and besides it 
would give them practical experience for after 
life. The Dean, seeing what he thought a splen- 
did chance for increasing his finances, was 
strongly in favor of it. He was in favor of 
making it a big social occasion. He suggested 
that a big banquet be staged prior to the game 
and that everyone wear dress suits. When the 
matter was brought up before the class the stu- 
dents voted unanimously for it. The Dean was 
to be chairman for the occasion. 


The night for the big party came around. The 
banquet went off in swell style. .The Dean gave 
a talk on the skillful manipulation of dice wherein 
he showed by the use of formulas the exact 
angle to hold the dice and the correct velocity 
with which to twirl them in order to throw a 
seven or eleven at will. “Of course,” said he, 
“in practical experience one must take into ac- 
count the friction of one’s hand and the co- 
efficient of friction of the surface on which the » 
dice are rolled in order to get the desired results.” 


The banquet ended by drinking a toast to the 
Goddess of Chance. The Dean then dréw some 
dice from his vest pocket and announced that 


~~ 
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the evening’s entertainment would open with a 
short session in crap shooting. When it came 
the Dean’s turn to shake the dice he won con- 
sistently for six passes, whereupon one of the 
students asked that the dice be changed. The 
Dean said that as long as the students persisted 
in doubting their fellow men, the honor system 
of which he had so long dreamed could never 
be a reality.. However, he took the proffered 
dice and as a result he lost. He had lost a con- 
siderable bet, but as he hoped to regain it easily 
in the poker tourney which was to follow, he 
said nothing, but bet lightly for the next few 
throws, and finally suggested that they start the 
poker tourney, which was to be the big event of 
the evening. 


The big game started promptly at eight o’clock, 
and it was agreed that it would close at twelve 
o’clock. The Dean soon realized that some of 
the new students knew the game as well as he 
did, so he played a tight game, betting only when 
he had a good hand. So that for two hours he 
won consistently and all the students were forced 
to drop out except the professionals. About ten- 
thirty, however, he lost his luck and began to 
lose—only small amounts at a time, but steadily. 


The clock struck eleven. It came the Dean’s 
turn to deal, and profiting by his early training 
he manipulated the cards so that he would be 
sure to win. The professionals were wise to 
him, however, and bet lightly, so that although 
the Dean won the pot he didn’t gain much. 


The next hand around the Dean drew four 
tens and he bet his pile on it, but a guy named 
Newton, who dealt the cards, called him. The 
cards were laid on the table. Newton had four 
jacks. The Dean was broke. 


Hoping to recuperate his losses the Dean sug- 
gested that they play strip poker for the rest 
of the evening, for he said to himself, “If I 
can only win fifteen or twenty of these dress 
suits I will still be ahead.” 


The Dean didn’t bet the first round at strip 
poker and only lost a necktie, which was the 
amount decided on for an ante that hand. The 
next hand he took the pot with three aces. The 
Dean seemed to be getting his luck back, for he 
won twenty hats, twelve pairs of shoes, ten shirts, 
six pairs of pants and ten coats in the pot. 


COLLEGE HUMOR 


For the next half hour the Dean just about 
broke even. Finally, however, he drew what he 
considered a cinch hand, and he bet his pile on 
it. A guy named Jones said, “Inasmuch as this 
is a game of chance, I’ll raise you by one coat, a 
waistcoat, one shirt, a pair of pants and an over- 
coat.” The. Dean sent the boy who was serving 
liquor for the evening to the hall after his over- 
coat. He then stripped off his coat, waistcoat, 
shirt and pants and threw them in the pot and 
called Jones’ hand. Jones had a royal flush; 
the Dean held three aces and a joker. Jones had 
won. Just then the clock struck twelve and the 
party was over. The Dean arose and departed, 
trying his best to look dignified dressed in a suit 
of B. V. D.’s, dress shoes and a high derby hat. 


It was a bitter night, and as the Dean walked 
across the campus the cold night chilled him to 
the bone. To put it poetically: 


The cold, wet grass caressed his knees, 
The wind blew through his B. V. D.’s. 


“My God,” said the Dean. “Such is life—rich 
one moment, the next a pauper.” 


The next morning the Dean held a conference 
with the President, and as the Dean possessed a 
fluent line, he soon convinced the President as to 
the folly of the course in gambling, notwithstand- 
ing the fact that the President had been a staunch 
supporter of the course heretofore. < 


A special assembly was called for all male 
students at one o’clock that afternoon. The Dean 
made an impassioned speech at assembly, in 
which he accused the students of coming into 
the Scientific Poker Playing Class not to gain a 
thorough knowledge of the subject, but only for 
the filthy lucre involved. 


“Sordid commercialism has crept in,” said he, . 
“and has by its vile poison utterly ruined the 
course. So the President and I have decided not 
only to strike poker playing from the college 
curriculum, but also to prohibit gambling of all 
kinds on the college campus.” 


Other institutions, profiting by this striking ex- 
ample, passed similar laws, and ever since that 
day the good old game of chance called poker 
and the manipulation of the galloping dominoes 
have been a forbidden pleasure on ye college 


campus. 
—The Collegiate World. 
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Hot Dogs 


—Sun Dial 


Philosophy of Love 
’Tis better to’ve loved and lost 
Than never to’ve loved at all. 
Though hearts must pay the cost 
Forever the mem’ries call. 
No love ts a fatlure because 
The end is despawringly sad. 
There never existed the love 
That ended with lovers glad. 


First comes the diffident lad, 

When dreams of love unfurl, 
Who longs for companionship true 
And dreams of the ideal girl. 

Then comes his light o’ love 
Completing the friendship knot, 

Each thinking the other divine, 
And cupid’s dart ts shot. 


Then comes the era of bliss, 

When fruits of life are sweet, 
When the cup of love’s abrim, 

And everything seems complete. 
Then comes the last and the end 

Of the dream that was sent from above, 
When death or another one steals 

The soul from the drama of love. 


Though the world seems stripped of love 
The heart will still resound. 
Though the glitter has flitted away 
The gold is still to be found. 
’Tis better to’ve loved and lost 
Than never to’ve loved at all 
Though hearts must pay the cost, 
- Forever the mewrries call. 
—Tar Baby. 


A Humorist’s Cri Du Coeur 


Dow’t tell me what 1s good to read, 
I lost that pleasure long ago. 

I have no time for books... .imdeed, 
I’m writing funny stuff you know. 
This fact sometimes fills me with woe, 

I hate to see my brain get lean, 
But duty yells out loudly....so, 
“I read a funny magazine.” 


My youthful brain I used to feed, 

On Oscar Wilde, Swinburne, Thoreau, 
Sometimes De Quincy filled a need, 

While Balzac made my young head glow. 
For years I read Boccacio, 

And thought his stuff was pretty keen, 
But now, to make my own ink flow, 

I read a funny magazine. 


To college funny stuff I’m keyed, 
My frivoling brings in the dough 
On Dirge, Lampoon, and Froth I feed, 
And monthly through the Burr I go, 
One calls itself the Humbug—though, 
This fact could not go long unseen. 
To one, like me, who has to crow: 
“I read a funny magazine.” 


L’ENVOI 


Prince, should I graduate, and blow 
Out in this world with empty bean, 
The reason why you'll quickly know— 


I read a funny magazine! 
—Frivol. 


Really 


She: They say Jones puts every cent he earns 
on his wife’s back. 
He: Business must be rotten. 
—Juggler. 


—_—_———— _-O ————— 


WHOA , Boy. LEMME 
SEE THOSE BonES 


—Drawn by Jack Steiner, '24-++ S.S.S. 


“Ford them dice, man.” 
“What ?’’ é 
“Shake, roll and rattle.” 
—Sun Dial 
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“The Prot. was talking about the Grand Canyon today. He said that it took millions of years for 


that great abyss to be carved out.” 


“Well 


, well,” said Elmer ‘le verne,’ “I never knew it was a government job.” 


—Juggler 


The Origin of the Lounge Lizard 
In the good old prehistoric days, 
When the world lay in a purple haze, 
We slithered through the slimy ooze 
With little thought of smokes or booze. 


For we were little lizards then, 
Living in some slimy fen, 

And crawling blithely here and there 
With food and drink and little care. 


Then came old Mother Nature’s call, 
No longer did we creep and crawl; 
Some became large and others small, 
For evolution changed us all. 


But some had traits that would not die 
Tho’ centuries came and passed us by; 
And now, in spite of Nature’s skill 
We find that they are lhzards still. 


“Lounge lizards’ is what they are called. 
Their lives are spent on sofas sprawled, 
Or at the tea dawnce every week, 
Wiggling and dawncing cheek to cheek. 
—Octopus. 


Some Waste 
He—*“That dress looks good enough to eat.” 
She—“Why, who ever heard of eating cloth?” 
He—*“Georgette waists.” 
3 —Burr. 


Ambitious 

Mike—“What’s that yer puttin’ in yer mouth?” 

Pat—"Oi'm takin’ an aspirin’ pill, Mike.” 
Mike—“Gettin’ ambitious, eh? Well, 

won't elect y’u senator.” 


that 


—Chaparral. 


Hold ’Em! 


Alberta—“How do you like Ethel’s Prom 
gown?” 
Albert—“T can’t tell until I see her get up from 
the table.” 
—Voo Doo. 


At Last 


She was very beautiful. We sat by the piano 
lamp and her conversation was fascinating. We 
had a number of mutual interests and no man 
was first in her affections. The piano lamp shed 
its clear light on us. She was witty, sweet, ur- 
bane, and tender. I was not having a good time. 

“I might take you for a drive on the Boule- 
vard,”’ I said. “I am sorry there is so little to 
do, but it is Sunday night.” 

“Nothing is too pretty for me,” she murmured 


blushing. 
| Then we had a good time. 


—Purple Cow. 
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Orphelia 


The robins were robbing, the snow birds were 
ing. Spring had in fact busted out two weeks 
snowing. Ah, yes, it was a typical April morn- 
before and summer was well on the way. Au- 
gustuff Ressolieu hadn’t been bothered a cock- 
eyed bit though at that with spring fever. As his 
Big Ben rasped off a couple of dings he bounded 
out of bed like a box car and pulled on his 
galoshes and his other raiment—his overalls. He 
then rushed out to a little house in back to get 
the coal and cobs and start the old range for mam 
to cook breakfast on. 


Augustuff was pretty well worked up because 
he was going to lug Orphelia to the county fair, 
and there was no telling, she might fetch a prize. 
’Cordin’ to Augustuff, she was the prettiest little 
porker that ever rooted a snout, and he wasn’t 
braggin’ at that. Having filled up on flapjacks 
and some of Orphelia’s kin, she and him jumped 
in the spring buggy and hurried off to the county 
seat. 


A goodly crowd was there. It was a great day 
for the contest. The welkin rang with grunts and 
snorts of the contestants. Augustuff had never 
seen so much in his life. He got cold feet when 
he thought of Orphelia, but he swallowed his 
Adam’s apple, and hoped for the best. After 
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combing her long mane and pinning a pink rib- 
bon to her tiny tail, he led her into the arena. 
Orphelia must have thought that she was being 
led to the slaughter, for there was a sharp look 
of humiliation in her bright eyes. 


She and the other participants were soon ar- 
ranged in line to be judged. Then one by one 
they were weeded out by the cruel judges who 
plucked the fair sisters and brethren of Orphelia 
here and there, and now they approach Orphelia, 
she with a thousand charms. Augustuff anxious- 
ly holds his breath. What is that he sees before 
him, a dagger towards his hand, the result of an 
oppressed brain. Ah, no! It is a blue ribbon, 
laying prettily around Orphelia’s neck, signifying 
that she had won first prize. 


Augustuff could hardly contain his joy. Little 
Orphelia had brought home the bacon. He ran 
over quickly and, weeping on her shoulder, cried: 
“Orphelia, Orphelia, look what you have went 
and done!” ‘The little pig had done it. 


It was a beutiful sight to see she and him rid- 
ing home together in the hazy pale moonlight in 
that old spring buggy. Augustuff’s heart was 
singing a merry song and Orphelia was dreaming 
of new fields to conquer. 


So endeth the beautiful story of Augustuff and 
Orphelia. 
—Awgwan. 


Don’t Know 


Customer—“Are you showing your spring lin- 
gerie?” 
New Clerk (not very comfortable)—‘“I hope 
not, ma’am.” 
—Pelican. 


Oh, Held! 
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BUGLE aud VIOLIN 


A September afternoon, 
When trees and grasses 
Drink up the sun 
Ravenously 

As an aging maid 

Grasps for and hoards 
Men’s dwindling admiration 
For her passing ripeness. 


Within the dormitory 

At the other end of the hall 
Someone is playing a violin 

Without on the campus 

Buglers are practicing their calls. 


The violin is luring— 
Ah, there goes Fleurette 
Into the Cafe D’or. 
Hi, Jim! Did you see 
That one? 
What’s her name? 


I saw her in the Rue Gambetta 


When the Fokkers came over 
Last night. 
She kissed well. 


The bugles are blowing Drill— 
Hey, lemme in here! 
Well, I’m damned! 
What th’ hell do they 
Think we are! 
ee We've only been out 
Two day. 
Them replacement wops 
Aint never had on monkey-masks. 
Cripes! aint this the lousiest war 
You ever was at? 


The bugles are still 

The violin sobs on : 
Singing of live buried things 
Lilting of loves 


That were hot 

When the stars were younger 

And the Ninevah roofs 

Lay newly naked 

Under the sweep of the moon. 

Chanting of wars | 

Moaning of heartbreak 

Felt dumbly back there 

In the Russian night 

Tumbling with passions 

Pulled out 

From the scrapheap 

Of the Happened. 

Until the bugles are forgotten 

In the pulsing of the song. 
Allons! 


Sweeping through the murky hall 
Comes the swirl of wings 

Made of young music. 

Into the room 

Out of the window 

Into the future, 

Singing whirringly in flight 

Of loves 

Beyond and beyond and beyond. 
Straight, : 

Straight as a baby’s stare, 

Into a place where the trees 
And the grasses 

Will fight 

For the last 

Hot kiss of sun 

And then die 

Because they must. 


Cutting up and up and up 
Toward the top 


(OT SROGRe ok Husk 
The bugles are blowing 
Again. 


—Showme. 


Tell me not in mournful numbers, 
College is but waste of steam; 


For although they make some blunders, 


College men have got the “bean.” 


All enjoyment and not sorrow, 
Is the student’s life today; 
Work put off until tomorrow, 


Gives new life and time to play. 


Art is long and science tedious, 
And our hearts though brave and stout; 
Like unmuffled Fords are beating, 


When the X reports come out. 


Lives of graduates all remind us, 
We can throw away our time; 
And some day can leave behind us, 
College life, the all sublime. 
—Tar Baby. 


SS 


This volume of humor, 


bound in cloth with artistic 
three color jacket will be 


mailed postpaid on receipt 


of $1.00. 


THE 


Collegiate World 


111 North Market Street © 
CHICAGO 


* ~ 
i 


ae 2 
Se ae 


Sh haa J 
ext Seg 
Phe see 


DIRGE Wwe 


3 


. Ww ion : 
- ‘ "7 AY . 
(Conlin. JEST IN PEACE . one 


, ay 
jaf or ' ie 
a ’ 
: 
—. xj 
a 
r 


y 
Ss, 
“Ny 
ae 
Ledliy 
—w Sarees ——— 
& 


Mj S Z Zeer 
OME \\ sane 
* 


r ¥. 

4 it > 

29) \ 
Bf \\\o\ 

=. \\star 

AY (4 


SS 
SN 
Zz ah 


PA A 
) 


| 
i 


\ 

fl 
| t/ 
| SN Wi 


SN 
=~, 
tA, 
oe 


